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King Richard. 

*. Ld Clvhn of Gaunt, time honoured LMtcafter, 

> Haft thou according to thy oth and band, 

| Brought hither Henry Herford thy boldfon, 
i Here to make good the boiftrous late appeal 
Which then our leifure wold notlctvs here, 

’ Againft the Dukeof Norfolke, Tbo\ 

Gaunt. IhauemyLiege, 

Km. Tell me morcouer, haft thou founded him 
If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice, 

Or worthily, as a good fubied fliould, 

On fome k nowne ground of treachcric in him i 

Gaunt. As nearc as I could fift him on that argument 
Onfomeapparantdangerfeeneiivhinv ; ; : • /' 

Aim Je at your Highneilc; no inueterate malice. 

King. Then call them to our prefence face to face, 
Andfrowningbrow to brow our felues will hcare 
The accufer, and the accufcd freely fpcake-: - ■ l \ 

Hie ftomackt arc they both, and full oi ire, 

In rage, dcafe as the fea, haftie as fire. 

• ' ' 

Enter *Bulhnqbrokc, and Mowbray. 

... it b 

Bulling. Many '■ ' j yJ l' 
^iy gracious Soueraigtic, thy m6ft iouhlg l Liegei 
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Mw. Each day IhU brothers happinclfe, 
VntiUthe Heaueostnuying Earths good hippe, 
Adde in imraortall title to your Crownc. * 

King, We thank^y on bod i J yet one but flatters ts, 
Aswell apneareth by the c^u&wju comej. . 
Nafcdyywi ^e^&s^'d&fcsw hightte*fon< « 
Coofin of Hereford} what d oft thou obiedl 
Againft th^'DukedfNo^folkeThomas Mowbray 1 
Bui. Firft(heauentertier«cor<l.toroy fpcech) 

In the deuotion of a Subiedts loue, 

Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince} 

And free from other misbegotten hate. 

Come I appealUnt to this Prlntely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray, do I turne to thee 5 




Ormydiuiriefouleanfwcreitinhcaucu, . 

Thou art aTraitpur,and a miicreant ; 

Too 'good t,obefo,.andtoo bad tofiuc : 

Since the more faire .artd^htiftaJl. & 

The v glier feeme the clouds th$init[ the, ■ > ; 

Once r>iofe,rjhe more to agrajuate th<p$q«* . i bT A 

With a foule traitors name ftuftelthy throate. 

And wilh (fo pleaJfe my Soueraigne) ere I moue, 

What my tong (peaks, my tight drayvnefword may prout. 

Mm* Tet A>et Jt)Ty<cpld wor^s j}# e accufe myjzcil^ > 
Tis not the triall of a womans warre, 

The bitter elamPt pf (wo ^ager tongues, : 

Can arbitrate-this ca.ufe bctvvixtvs twain e: A 

The blood is^iot thatmuft.be co.old tor this,. 

Yet can I not of fpeh tapiepat ience boaft , •. . !1‘ 

Astobehulhtand.hPdSbt.af.idltofayf . . . ■ ,joil 
Fir ft thefaire reuercnceof ^ur highn.clLe curbs me, 
From giuingreynes andlpurs to my free Ipecch, 

Which clfe would ppftvntill it h^dret-urad 
Thefe tearmes of treafon doubled downe his throaty 




Bickarltk Second , : 

^ hl<h him, were! tide to runneafoote, - 
r T! tlfe froxen ridges of the Alpes, h" . 

^" .oSeSSndmhabUabl., f •" " 
WhereeuerE& ilh man durft fcthisfoote. 

%^c«embl.ngCoward rt.«athro*n>yg»gd. 
n £Lung hercthe Emd.td ofl» tag, ; 

® . i *fuie mv hiftb bloods roy<dti£j 

^ n u rfr arc not reucrence makes thee to except. 

lf^nikicdread haue left thee fo much ftrength, 
l f f t ake vp minchonors pawne, t heart oopc- 
Bv that and^dl the rites of Knighthood elft. 

Will? make good againft thee arme to arme, 
what 1 haue fpokc, orwhat thou canft deuife. 

nicitvmandbythatSwordlSwearc, 

Wh^ch gently laid my Knighthood on my (houlder, . ' 

He anfwere thee in any faire degree? , • . 

Or chiualrous deftgne of Knightly tnall. _ 

And when I mount aliue, altue ; may Inot lights 

It muft be great tbatcan inherit vs, - ... ... 

c n much as of a thought of ill 10 him. 

S Loolce what ffaid, my life fliaU prooudittr^ 
That Mowbray hath recciud eight th< ouland Noble , 

In name of lendings, for your 

The which he hath detaind for leawdtmploy meats, 

Like afalfeTraitourand injurious V illaine. 

Betides I.fay, and will in battaile prooue, _ 

Or heere, or elfe where, to the furtheft Verge 

That eu.er was furuey.ed by Enghfh eye, 

That ail the treafons for thefe Eighteeneye^am,:, ; . 

Complotted and contriued m thfs Land, \ . . 

Fctchc from falfe Mowbray, that firft head 
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Further I fay,and further willmamtaine, 

Vpon his badlifc to make all this good, 

That he did plotte the Duke of Glofters death, 

Suggeft his foonebelecuingaduerfaries. 

And confequently like a Traitour Coward, 

Slucte out his innocent foule through ftrcamesof bWi 
Which blood, like facrificing Abels, cries, 

Euen from the tonguclclfc Cauerns of the earth, 

To mefor iufticc, and rough chart ifement: 

And by the glor ious worth of my difeent, 1 : 

This arme (hall do it, or this life be (pent. r 

King, How high a pitch his rcfolusion foares i 
Thomasof Norfolkc, what fay ft thou to this i 
Mow. Oh let my Soueraignc turnc away his face, 
And bid his eares a little while be deafe, 

Till I hauc told this (launder of his blood, 1 ; 1,1 

How God, and good men, hatefo foule alyer. 

King. Mowbray, impartiall are our eyes and cares • 
Were he my Brother; nay, my kingdomes Heire, 

As heis butmy fathers brothers Sonne, 

Now by Scepters awe I make a vow. 

Such neighbour rieerenes to our (acred blood. 

Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partialize 
The vnftooping firmenelfe of my vpright foule : 

He is ourfubied: Mowbray, (o art thou, 

Free fpeech and feareleire I to thee allow, 

>~Mow. Then Bttllwgbrcoke , as low as to thy heart, 
Through the fal/epallage of thy throat thou lieft: 
Three parts of that receipt I hadfor Callice, 

Disburft 1 to his highnetfe Souldiers 5 
The other partreferu'd I, by confcnr, 

For that my Soueraignc Licge w as in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deere account, 

Since laft I went to France t o fetch his Queenc i 
Now fw allow downe that lie. For Glocefters death : 

I flew him notybut to mineowne difgrace 

Neglcded my (wotne dutv in that cafe: 

FotyoU myhobleLord of Lancafter, ' 

in rv 



Rickard the Second, 

The honourable Father to my foe> 

oAuWUv anambufhforyourlifej 

that doth vexe my grieued foule; 

Ah but ere 1 laft recenfd the Sacrament, 
la^d confelTe it, and exaftlybegd 
Yout Graces pardon, and I hope I had it. 

Thorny fault*, as forthereft appeald. 

It itrues from the rancour of a Villame, 

A recreant and moft degenerateTraitour* 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend. 

In haft whereof, moft hartily I pray- 

Y x£ & Wr«h^ khSdkd^mleman, be rulcdby me,, 

1 ets ovrsethischoler without lettmgbloud., 

This we preferibe, though no Phifition : 

Decpe malice makes too deepe indiuon; 

Forget, forgiue-, conclude, and beagreed. 

Our Doftors fay, this is no month to bleed: 

Good Vnckle,let this end where it begunne-, 

Weelecalme thcDukeof Norfolke, you your fonne. 

Gaunt. To be a make-peace^fhall become my^age. 
Throw downe (my fonne) the Duke of Norfolks gage,. 
King. And Norfolkc, throw downe his.^ ■ 

Gaunt. When Hatrie, wheri? obedience bids. 

Obedience bids I (hould not bid againe.^ _ 

King. Norfolke , throw downe we bid, there is no boote. 
Mm. My felfe I throw (dread foueraigne) at thy footp 
My life thou (halt commaund, but not my lhame : 

The one my dutie owes 5 but my faire name, 

Dcfpightof death that liuesvpon my grauc, 

Todarke Dilhonorsvfe,thou (halt not haue : 
lam d:fgraft,impeacht, and baffuldhcere j 
Pierfttothe fouleiwith (launders venomd fpearc. 

The which no balme can cure, but his heart blood i 

Which 
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Which breathd this poyfon. , . : ' • j.. jf 

King. Rage muft be withftood s . i . , , 

Giue me his gage* Lions makeLcopards tame, . jr, "i ,! ' , 
Mmb. Y ca, on t not change his /pots jtake but my fW 
And lreligne my gage, my dearc deare Lord. ( 

The purelT treasure mortall times aifoord, 

Is fpotlelle reputation, that away * ; l 

Men are but guilded loame, and paipted Clay t 

A ieweil in a tenne times bard v p Qhtft, - * .. ; f .. , / 

Is abold Spirit inaloyaUBrealr.* . •- :- d \ : 

Mine Honour is my life, both grow in 6n«j » v . 

Take honour from me, and. my life is done.. 

Then(tlcare my Liege) mine Honour let me try,. 

In that I liue, and for that will I die^ 

King. Coofin, throwvpyourgageydo'youbeginii;, 1 r i 
Bull. O God defend my foule from fuchdeepc fume, , 
Shall I feeme Creft-fallen in my fathers fight? 1 

Or with pale begger-face impeach my hight. 

Before thisout-dardedaftardf Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour within ch feeble wrong, 

Or found fo baec a parlec, my teoah fliall teare 
The flauifh motiue of recanting feare, 

And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace. 

Where Ibame doth harbour, eueu.inJViawbraicsfaee, 
King. Wewerenot borne to fue, hut toxommandj; 
Which fifice we-cannotdcje, to rnakeyou friends, T 
Be ready (as your, lifelhall anfwere it) 

At C oHcntrie vpon Saint Lombards day : 

There (bail your Swords and Launces arbitrate 
Thy dwelling difference ofyour fe tied hate ; A . >V. i 

Since we cannot attone you, you fhatlfee i ’ . y. 

lufticedcfignethe Viftorschiualric. • i'.ivM 

Lord Marlballjcommaud ©ur Officers at Armes, 
Bexeadie to direft thefe home allarmcs. i Exit. 

Enter I ehn of Gaunt, wtb the Butckeffegf Gltecfttr* rr 
Xraunt. Alas, ther part I had imWoodftocks blond,' 
Doth moijc lohcttc’mc, then your exelaimes, r ^ 



Richard the Second » 
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Will raine hot vengeance on offenders neaaes. 

Dntchejfe . Finds Brotherhood in thee no lharper fpur . 
Hath loue in thy old blood no liuing fire t 
rdmrds feauen Sonnes, whereof thy felfe art one. 

Were feauen Viols of his facred blood, 

Or feauen fairc branches fpringing from one rootc t 
Some ofthofe feauen are dry ed by Natures courfc j 
Some ofthofe Branches by the Defteniescuu 
But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, myGloceJtcr, 

One Violl full of Edvards facred blood, 

One flourifliing Branch of his moftRoyall rootc 
Is craft, and allthe precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloodieaxc. 

Ah Gaunt, his blood was thine, that bed, thatwombe. 
That mettall, that felfe mould that falhioned thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liue ft and breathed. 
Yet art thou llaine in him ; thou doft confent 
In fome large meafureto thy Fathers death. 

In that thou feed thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was the modell of thy Fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, Gaunt , it is Difpaire, 

In fuffering thus thy Brother to be flaughtred ; 

Thou (heweft the naked path-way to thy life, 

Teaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee : 

That which in meanemen we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes, 

Whatfhall Ifay ! to fafegard thine owne life. 

The beft way is, to vengc my Glocefiers deatli. 

Gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute, 
Hisdeputieannoynted in his fight, 

Hathcaufd his death 5 the which if wrongfully, ~ 

Let Hcauen reuengc, forlmay neuer lift 

«■ B 
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An angric armeagainft his mmifter* 

Dut. Where then alas may I complaine my felfe ? 
$amt. To God, the Widowes Champion and defence, 
Dutc. Why then 1 will : farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou goeftto Coucntrie, there to behold 
Our Coofin Herford and fell Mowbray fight. 

0 fet my Husbands wrongs on Herfords -Speare, 

That it may enter Butcher Mowbrayesbreaft. 

Or if misfortune mitTe'tlie firft carrier. 

Be Mowbraies finnes fo heauiein his bofome. 

That they may breake his foming Courfers backe, 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts, 

^ A CaytiiFc recreant to my Coofin Herford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes Brothers wife, 

With her companion, griefe muft end her life. 

Gaunt. Sifter farewell, I muft to Couentrie : 

As much good flay with thee, as go with me* 

Dutch. Yetone word more; griefe boundeth where it fab 
Not with the emptie hollowneife, but weight : 

1 take my leaue before I haue begunne, 

Forfortow ends not when it feemeth done; 

Commend me to my Brother Edmund Yorke; 

Loe this is all ; nay yet depart not fo, 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly goe, 

I lhall remember more : Bidd him i ah what? 

With all good fpeed atPlafliie vifite me. 

Alacke and what fhall good old Yorke there fee, 

But emptie Lodgings and vnfurniflitwalles, 

V npeopled Offices, vntrodden Stones 5 
And what hcare there for welcome, but my grones? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 
Tofeekeoutforrow, thatdwelseuery where; 

Defolate, defolate will I hence and die : • 

" The laft leaue of thee takes my weeping eye.. J Exeunt. 

. f if I , l*t , ‘j ’ * ,»), .'..c,/ 

Enter t he Lord Marfhall and the Duke Aumerle . 

Mar. My Lord zAumerle, is Harry Herford armde? 

%siumrk. Yea at all points, and longs to enter in. 

•« - - • m 



Xicfardthe Second. 

Mar. ThePuke of Norfolke fprightfully and bold, 
CMifs butthefummons of the appellants trumpet. 

^ Aum. Why then the Champions are prepard, and flay 

Jer nothing but his Maieftics approach* 

The trumpets found, and the King enters with his ^ojdesi when 

they are fet, enter the Duke of Norfolkemarmes defendant. 

Km Marfhall, demaund ofyonder Champion, 
Thecaufe of his arriuallhecre in armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To fweare him in the iuftice of his caufe. , 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings,fay who thou , 

Knd why thou commeft thus Knightly clad in armes ? 

Linft what man thou comft, and what’s thy quarrell, 

Speake tracly on thy Knight-hood, and thy oath* 

As fodefend thee heauenand thy valour. r ,, - 

Mote. My name is Thomas Mowbray Duke or Norfo \ » 

Who hither comeingaged by my oath, 

(WhichGod defend a Knight fhould violate) 

Both to defend my loyaltie and truth, 

To God, my King, andmy fucceedingilVue, 

Againft the Duke of Herford that appeals? mee, 

And by the grace of God,apd this miue arme, 

To prooue him in defending of my felfe, 

ATraytorto my God, my King, and meei 
And as 1 tmlv fieht. defend me heauen* 



The Trumpets found, enter Dnkg of Herford 
appellant in armour. 

King. Marfhall, aske yonder Knight in armes. 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of Warre, 

And formerly, according to our law, 

Depofe him in theiuftice of his caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name,& » herfore comft thou hkhe* 
Before King Richard in his Royall lifts? 

Againft whom comeft thou ? and what’s thy quarrell? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee lieauen, 

B a But. 
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£ul. Harry of Herford, Ldncafter, and Darby 
Am I, who readie hcare do ftand in Armes, 

To prooue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Thomat Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 

That he is a T raytor foule and dangerous, 

To God bf Heauen, King Richard, and to me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar. O n paine of death no perfon be fo bold 
Or daring, hardie, as to touch the lifts. 

Except the Marflull and fuch officers 
Appointed to diretft thefe faire defignes. 

3 ul. Lord Marfhali, let me kifte my Soucraigneshand 
And bow my knee before his Maieftie, 

Eor Mowbray and my felfe are like two men, 

T hat vow a long andwearie pilgrimage* 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue. 

And louing farewell of our feuerall friends,, 

Mar. Theappellant in all dutie greets your hfghneffe, 
And craues to kilTe your hand and take his leaue. 

King, We will defeend and foldehitn in our armes. 
Gooiin of Herford, as thy caufe is right, 

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight : . 

Farewell my blood, which if to day thou (head. 

Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui. O let no Noble eie prophane a teare 
Forme, if i be gorgde with Mowbrates fpeare $ ■ 
Asconfidentas is the Falcons flight 
Againfta bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 

My louing Lord I take my leaue of you : 

Of you (my noble Coofin) Lord Aumerk, 

Not ficke, although 1 haueto do with death, 

Butluftie, yong, andcheerely drawing breath. 

Loe, as at Englilh fcafts fo I regreet • - - ' ! - 
The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweet, ' 

Oh thou the earthly Author of my blood, 

Whofe youthfullfpirit in me regenerate, 

Doth- with a twb-fold vigour-lift me vp, k;:. A I 

Tp reachavi<ft©rtetibouc my head, 

s fi A<Ws 
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. oro0 fe vnto mine armour with thy prayer*, 
a d with thy bleflings ftcele my launces point, 

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen coatc, 

And furbilh new the name of John a Gaunt, 

Ti.en in theluftiehauiour of his Sonne. , . . 

Count .God, in thy good caufe make thee profperous, 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, . 

Falllike amazing thunder on thecaske 
Ofthyaduerfe pernitious enemic, . r .. . 
Rowfevpthyyouthfull blood, be valiant and liu?. s 
Bui. Mme innocence and Saint George to thriue. 
jMw, How euer God or fortune caft mylotte, 

There lies or dies true to King Richards throne, 

Aloyall,iu ft, and vpright Gentleman : - 
Neuer did captiue with a freer heart 
Gaft off his chaines of Bondage, and embrace 
His Golden v ncontroled Enfranchifement, 

More then my dau ncing foule doth celebrate 
This feaft of battle with mine aduerfarie. 

Moft mightie Liege, and my cpppanionPeeres, 

Take from my youththe wife of happy y fares. 

As gentle and as iocond as to iefr, 

Gol to fight>truth hath a -juiet breft. 

. King. Farewell (my Lord) fecurely I f fpie, 

Vertue with valor couched in thine eie, A 

Order the triall Marflull, and beginne. 

Mar. Harrie of Herford, Lane after^and Ddrbie*/ 
Receioethy Launce.and God defendtby right.- 
Bui. Strongas aT ower in hope I cry, Amen. 

Mar. Go beare th islau nee to T homas D. of Norfolke . 
Herald. Harry of Herford, Lancafter,And Darbie, 
Stands heerf, for God, his $queraigue, ai$ Jdmfelfe, 

On paine to be found faUc, and recreant. 

To proue the Duke of Norfolke Thomas Mowbray* |T 
A T raytor to his God, hisKing, and j,i|m. 

And dares him to fet forwards tot height. 

B 3I ' ' - ° On 
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On paine to be found falfc and recreant, 

Bothto defend hinifelfc, and to approue 
Henry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darby, 

To God, his Soucraigne,and to hitir difloy all, 
Couragioufly, and with a free defire,; 

. Attending but the fignall to begin. 

Mar, Sound Trumpets,and fetfoorth Combatants: 
Stay, the King hath throwne his warder downe. 

King, Let them lay by their Helmets, & their Spearef, 
And bothreturne baeke to their Chaires againe : 
Withdraw with vs, dndlet the Tnmipets found, 

While we rebarhethefe Dukes what we decree. 

Draw necre and Eft, J : 

What with our Counfell we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth Ihould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hathbeenefoftered: 
And for our dies do hate the dire aipeft 
O f ciu ill wounds ploughd vp with neighbours fword} 
And for we thinkethe Eagle-winged pride, 

Of skic-afpiring and ambitiousthoughts 
With riual-hating Enuie fet on you, 

To wake our peace, which in our Countries-cradle 
Drawes the fwcet infanttoeath of gentle fleepe, 
Whichfo rouzdypSvith boyftrous vntundedrummes, 
With harfhrefbunding trumpets dread'fullbray, 

And grating (hocke of wrathfull yronarmes, 

Might from our quiet confines fright taire peace, 
Andftiakbvswsde euen in our kindreds blood : 
Therefore webanifhyou our territories. 

You Coofin Herford, vpon painc of life, 
twice Sue Summers haue enric u ‘ 
ilfriotregreete bur faire Doiiiin 

-tft^ftd'the^tit^OTpathesoif bai r 

Bui. YourwilPBSyohbj comf0t*o®i 

That Sun that warmes you ndere, (ball (hi tie 1 on me, 
And thofe his golden beamesvnto you heere lent, 
Shall point on me, and guild my banifhment. 
t* 5 / NOTfdke, forthe^t^rniiintS ! a heauidtuoon^' 



Richard the Second, 

Which X with fomc vnwiUingnelfepronounce, 

?V Hie fl<> w howres fiiaU not dcterminate 

The dateleire limit ofthy deare exile : 

The hopelelle word of neuer to returne, 

Breath 1 againft thee, vp^n paine of life. . 

Mm. A heauie fentence,mymoft foueraigneLieg«> 

And all vnlookt for from your highnelfe mouth, 

A dearer merit, not fo deepe a mayrae. 

As to be caft foorth in the common ayre, 

Haue I deferued at your HighnelTe hands: 

Thelanguage I haue learnd thefe fottie ycares, 

My natiueEnglilh now I mu ft forgoe, 

And now my tongues vfe is to me no more 
Thanan vnftringed violl or a harpe, 

Or like a cunning inftrumentcafde vp. 

Or being open, put into his hands 
That knowes no touch to tune the harmonies 
Within my mouth you haue ingayldmy tongue. 

Doubly percuUtftwith my teeth and lippes, 

And dull vufeeling barren ignorance. . .... 

Is made my layler to attend on me : 

I am too old to fawneyppon a Nurfe, 

Tofarrein yearcs to be a Pupill now* 

What is thy fentence butfpeachleffe death 5 
Whichrobbes my tonguehrom breathingnatiuebreath?. . 

King, It bootesthee notto be compaflionate, 

After ourfentence,playning comes too late. 

Move. Then thus I turne me from my countries lights 
Todwellinfolemne (hades of endlefTe night. 

King. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee, , , 

Lay oh our Royall Sword your banilht hands. 

Sweare by the dutie thaty’owe to God, 

(Our part therein we batiiih with your felues) 

To keepe the oath that we adminifter : 

You neuer (hall, fo helpeyou truth and God, , 

Embrace each others loue in banifhment. 

Nor neuer looke vpon each others face, 

hlor neuer write* regreete, nor reconcile 

This 
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This lolling temped: of your home-bred hate. 

Nor neuer by adoifed purpofe ineete. 

To plotte, contriue, or complot any ill, 

Gainft vs, our ftate, our fubie<fts,or our land. 

Bui. Ifweare. 

kJWow* And I, to keepe all this. 

Bui. Norfolke,fofareastomineenemie: 

By this time,had the King permittedvs. 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayrc, 

Banidit thisfraile Sepulchre of our flelh. 

As now our flefh is bariiflit from this land. 

Confetfe thy treafons ere thou fly the Realme, 

Since thou haft farre to goe,bearc not along 
The cloging burthen of aguiltieSoule. 

Mow. No Bullirtgbrooke, ifeuer I were Tray tour, 
My name be blotted from the Booke of life, 

And I from Heauert banilht, as from hence j 
But what thou art, God, thou, and I, do know. 

And all toofoorii' fifeare) theKing iballrew 4 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray, 

Saue backe to England, all the world's my way. 

King. Vncle,euerfinthe^4.i& s 9 f thiheeies, 

I fee thy grieuedhea^t ’^hy Tad afpedh 
Hath from the number of his baiiiflit yeares 
Pluckt foure away, fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Returne uathwelctimc home from banilhment. 

Bui. How long a time lies in one little word? 

Fou-re lagging Winters, and foure wanton Springs, 
End in one w ord ; fuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gam. I thankemy Liege, that in regard of mee, 
He fliortens foure yeares of riiy Sonnes exile t 
But little vantage (hall I reape thereby : 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
Can change thek moones,andbringtbeir times about, 
My oyle-dryedLampe, and timebewafted light 
Shall be extindf with age and endleiTe night : 



My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 
Andblindfold Death not let hie Fee my fonnc ♦ 



Richard the Second^ 

why Vncklc, thou haft many yeares tolhie. 
rlL But not a minute (King,) that thou canft giue: 
shorten my daics thou canft with fullen forrow, 

And oluckc nights from me, butnot lend a morrow. 

Thou canft helpeTimeto furrow me with age, 

But ftoppe no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thv word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomecannot buy my breath. - • 

King Thy Sonne is bamfht with good aduife, 

Whereto thy tongue, aparty,verdid gaue, 

Why at our iufticefcemft thou then to lowrc ? 

^wt.Things fweet to taft, prooue in digeftion fowre. 
You vrge me as a ludge, but I had rather 
You would hauc bid me argue like a Father. 

Oh had’t been a ftrangcr, not my child, 

Tofmooth his fault I would haue been more milde : 

A partiall (launder fought 1 to auoyde, 

And in the fcntence my owne life deftroyde. 

Alas, I lookt when fome of you Ihould fay, 

I was too ftrift to make mine owne away : * 

Butyougaueleaueto my vrtwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewell, and Vncklc bid him fo j 
Sixe yeares we baniih him, and he lb all go. 

Am Coofin farewell } w hat prefence mu ft not know 
From whereyoudoeremaine,let Paper fliow . 

CMar. My Lord no leaue take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land willlet me, by your fide. !" L 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doft thou hoard thy words 
That thou retumeft no greeting to thy friends i 
Bui. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 

When the tongues office ihould be prodigall. 

To breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefc is but thy abfence for a time. 

’Bui. Ioy abfent, griefe is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe Winters? they are quickly gone. 
Bui. To men in ioy, but griefe makes one howre ten*. 
Gaunt, Call it a trauaile that thou takft for plcafure. 

- * C 'Bui. 
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My heart willfigh when I mifcall itfo, 

Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage. 

(jaunt. The fullen pallage of thy wearie ftep* 

Efteeme a foyle wherein thou art to fet , 

The precious IcvyeU of thy homereturne. 

Bui. Nay rather quety tedious ftride I make, j':^ 
Will butremember mewhat deale of world 
I wanderfrom theiewelsthatlloue. 

Mufti not feme a long apprentifhood 
To forren palfages,and in the end, 

Hauing my freedome,boall of nothing elfe, 

But that 1 was a tourney-man to griefe l 

Gaunt. All places that the eie of heauen vifites. 

Are to a wife man ports and happy kauens. 

Teach thyneceffitie to reafon thus. 

There is no vertue likenecefiitie ; 

Thinke not the King.did baniilr thee 
But thou the King, who doth the heauier fit. 

Where it percciucs it is but faintly borne c 
Go, fay I lent thee foorth to purchafe honour. 

And not the King exilde thee i or fuppofe 
Deuouring peftilence hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to a frelher clinic : 

Looke what thy foule holds deare, imagine it 

To ly that way thougoeft, not whence thou comeff: 

Suppofe the finging birdsMufmons, 

Thegralfewhereon thou treadfl, the pretence ftrawde. 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy fteps,nomore 
Then a delightfull meafure, or a daunce, 

For gnarlingforrow hath Idle power to bite 
The man that mockcs at it and fets it light. 

Bui. Oh wh© can hold aficr in his hand, 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafus f 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite,. 

By bare imagination of a feaft l 
Or wallow naked in December fiiow. 

By thinking on fantaftickfummers heat ? 

Oh no, the apprehension of the good 

Giuet 
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Though baniihtyet a true borne Englishman. Exeunt* 

£nter the King with Bujhie, (tre* At taedore. And the 
Lord Aumerle at the other « 

Xint. Wee did obferue, Coofin Humerle, 

How farre brought you high Hcrford on his way? 

Aum. 1 brought high Hcrford, if you call him fo. 

But to the next highway* and there X left him; - 

Xing. And fay, what ftpre of parting teares were flied ? 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northcaftwinde, 
Which then blew bitterly agairift our face, 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. n mi M j 

King. What faidyour Coofin when you parted with him 
Au. Farewell, &c. for my heart difdained that my tongue 
fliould fo prophane the word that taught me craft, 
Tocounterfaiteopprefsionof fuchgriefe, . . 

That words feernd bur ied in my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthned houres. 
And added yeercs to his fhort banifliment, 

He fliould haue had a volume of farewels : 

Butfince itwouldnot, he had npneof me. 

King. He is our Coofins Coofin, blit tis doubt, 

When time fliall call him home from banifliment.. 

Whether our kinfman come to feehis friends. 

Our felfe and Bufhic, 

Obferued his courtfliip to the common people. 

How he didfeeme to diue into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtefie, - 

With reuercnce he did throw away on fiaues, mu : 

C * " yVooing 



? loon 



fiiuebut the greater feelmgto theworfe. 

Pell forrowes tooth doth neuer rancle more 
T hen when it bites, but lancheth not the foare. ... 

Gaunt. Come come my fonne, lie bring thee on thy way 

Wad 1 thy youth and caufe, I wouki nor flay. - •••• • - 

Bui. ThenEnglands ground farewell, fweetfoileadiew, 
Mother and my Nurfe that bearcs meyet. 



The Tragedteof 

Wooing poore Craftfmen with the craft of fmiles. 

And patient vndcrbcaring of his fortune. 

As twere to banilh their atfeds with hun. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyftcr-wench, 

A brace of Draymen bid God fpeed him well, 

And had the tributeof his fupple knee, 

With thanks my Countrey-men, my louing friends. 

As were our England in reueriion his, 

And he our fubieds next degree in hope. 

Greene. Well, he is gone,& with him go thefe thoughts. 
Now for the Rebels which Hand out in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muft be made (my Liege) 

Ere further leyfurc yeeld them further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highneffe Ioffe. 

King. We will ourfelfe in perlon to this Warre, 

And tor our Coffers, with too-great a Court 
And liberal! larges, are growncYbmcwhat light j 
Wee arc inforft to farrne our Royall Realme, 

The reuenue whereof ihall furnith vs : 

For our affaires in hand, if that come fhort, 

Our fubftitutes at home fhail haue blancke Charters, 
Whereto, when they Ihall know what men are rich, 
They fhail fubferibe them for large fummes of Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our wants. 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter Eujbie with neves . 

Bujb. Old Iohn of Gaunt is grieuous ficke, my Ford, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent port haft 
T o intreate your Maieft ie to vifitc him. 

King. Where lies he? 

Bnjh' At-E/yehoufc. 

Kwe. Now put it (God ) into the Phifitions mind, 
To helpehimtohisgraue immediately: 

The lyning of his Coffers fhail make coates, 
TodeckcourSouklicrsfor thefe Irtfh Warrcs, 

Come Gentlemen, lets all goe vifitc him. 

Pray God we may make haft, and come toolatc : 
Amen, r . Exeunt* 



Richard the Second, 

Enter John of Gamt ficke, with the Duke of Terke,&c, 
G*n»ti Will the King come, that I may breath my laft. 

In holfo’me counfell to his vnftayed youth i 
* - y cx n ot your felfe, nor ftriue not with your breath 
Forail in vaine comes counfell to his care. 

Gaunt- Oh, but they fay, the tongues of dying men, 
Inforce attention like deepe harmonic ; 

Where wordes are fcarce, they arefieldome fpent in raioe. 
For they breath truth that breath their words in paine, 

Hcthat no more muft fay, isliftcnedmora 

Then they whom youth and cafe hath taught to glofe. 

More are mens ends markt,then their Hues before : 

The fetting Sunne, and Muficke at the glofe. 

As the laft taft offweetesis fweeteft laft. 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long paft. 
Though Richard my liues counfell would not heare. 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafehis eare. 

Torke. No, it is ftopt with other flatteringfcunds* 

As prayfes of his ftate : then there are found 
Lafciuioiis Meeters, to wbofe venom found 
The open eare of youthdoth atwaies liftert, 

Reportof fafliions in proud Jtahe^ 

Whofe manners ftill our tardy apifh nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation. 

Where doth the world thriift foorth a vanities 
So it be new, there’s no refpe<ft how vile, 

That is not quickly buzd into his cares l 
Then all too late comes Counfell to be heard. 

Where Will doth mutime with Wittes regard. 

Direft not him whofe way himfelfe will choofe, 

Tisbreath thou lackft, and that breath thou wiltlooie. 
Gaunt. Mee thinks 1 am a Prophet new infpltd. 

And thus expiring, doe foretell of him} 

His ralh fierce blaze of riot cannot laft: 

For violent fires foone burne outthemfelues, 

Small fhowers laft Ion g> but fodaineftormes art fiiortt 
Hctires betimes, that Ipurs too faft betimes. 

• C 3' With: 
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With eager feeding food doth choke t^e feeder, 

Light V anitie, infatiate cormorant, 

Confuming mcanes foone prayes vpon it felfe: 

This Royall throne of Kings,this Sceptred lie, i 

This earth of Maieftie, this feate of Mars, 

This oter Eden, d.emieEaradicei 

This Foretreffe built by Nature for her felfe. 

Again ft infe<ftion,andthe hand'of Warre 5 
This happy breed ofMen, this little World, 

This precious Stone fetin the Siluer Sea, ’ 

Which ferueues it inithe office of a Wall, 

Or as a Moate dafenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuie ofleffe happier lands : 

This bleffed plotte, this Earth, this Rcahne, this England, 
This Nurfe, this teemingwombe of RoyallKings, 

Feard by their breed* andfamous by their birth. 
Renowned in their deeds as farre from home. 

For Chriftian feruice and true chiualric. 

As is the Sepulchre in flubborne Iewrie, 

Of the worlds Ranfiyne, blelled Maries fonne : 

This Land pffuchdeac&foule*,this dcare dearc land j 
Deare for her reputation throng hthe wo rid , 

Is now leaced out (I die pronouncing it) 

Like to a tenement and Pelting Fanne. 

England bound in with thetriumphant Sea, 

Whofe rockie (hoarebeates backe the enuiousfiege 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fliame, 

With Inkie blottes>androtten Parchment bonds. 

That England that was wont to conquer others, 

Hath made a (hamefull conqueftof it felfe: 

Ah would the fcandall vaniiht with my life, x (1 iVn.U 

How happy then were my enfuing death 5 . 2 ■ 

Torke. The King is come, deale mildly with his youth 

For young hot Colts being rag'de>do rage the more, 

. . - V . .* - • ; -Vi 

JE Inter _ the King and ^necne, j&c. 

Slovene. How fares our noble VncleLaneafter? 

King. What comfort man ? how ill with aged 



Richard the Second* - 

rmU O how that name befits my compofition, 
nid Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old 9 

The oleafure that feme Fathers feede vppon, 

T„ m y ftricktfaft, I meanemy Childrens lookes. 

And therein, faffing haft thou mademe gaunt. 

Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a graue, 

Whofe hollow wombeinhcrits nought but bones. 
virus. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names? 
Gaunt. No, miferie makes fport to mocke it felfe. 
Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in me, 

0 mocke my name (great King) to Hatter thee. 

Km. Should dying men flatter thofe that hue ? 

Gamt. No, no, men liuing flatter thofe that die. 

Xina Thou now a dying fay ft, thou flattereft me. 
Gaunt. Oh no, thoudicit, though I the ficker be. 
Xing. I am in health, I breath, I feethee ill. 

Gam. Now he that made me, know.es Ifce thee ill* 

111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no lelTcr then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyeft in reputation ficke. 

And thou too carelelTe patient as thou art, 

Commitft thy annoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phifitions that firft wounded thee $• . 

A thoufand Flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 
WhofecompalTe is no bigger then thy head; : 
Andyetinraged in fo fmalla verge, 

The vvafte is no whit leffer then thy Land ; 

Oh had thy Grandfirewith aProphets eye, 

Secnehowhis Sonnes fonne fhoulddeftroy hisfonnes,- 
From foorth thy reach he would haue layd thy fhame, 
Depofing thee before thou wert polfeft, 

Which art polfeft now to deppfe.thy felfe. » • ■ 

Why Coofinwert thou regent ofthe world, t 

It were alhame to let this Land by Leifo: 
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But for thy world enioying but this land, 

Is it not more then (harne to ihameitfo i 
Land-lord of England art thou now not, nor King, 
Thy ftateoflaw is bond-flauc to the law. 

And thou, 

Kmg. Ah lunatick lcanc-witted foole. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale ourchecke, chafing the Royall blood 

With turie from his natiue rciidcncc. 

Now by my Seates right Royall maieftie 
Wert thou not Brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue that runne* fo roundly in thy head. 
Should runne thy head from thy vnrererent fhoulderj. 

Gaunt. Ohfparemcnot my brother Edwards fonnej 
For that I was his Father Edwardsfonne : 

That blood already, like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowft : 

My Brother gioceficr, plainewell meaning foule, 
Whomfaire befall in heauen mongft happy foules, 
May be a prefident and witnefle good, 

Thatthou refped’ft notfpilling Edwards blood. 

Ioyne with the prefent fickncilethat I haue, 

Andthy vnkindnes be like crooked age, 

To crop at once a too long withered flower. 

Liuc in thy fliame, but die not frame with thee : 

Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors be : 

Conuay meto my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they toliue,thatloue and honour haue. 

Exit. 

Emg. Andlet them die, that age and fullens haue. 
For both haft thou, and both become the graue. 

Torke. I do bci'eech your Maieftie impute his words 
T o wayward ficklineile and age in him : 

He loues you on my life, and holds you deere, 

As fforryDukc of Herford, were he heere. 

Eiing. Right, you fay true 5 as Hetfbrdt\t)wz y fo his : 
As theirs, fo mine, and be as it is. 
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Mb- My lAegc. ol&Jjannt commend* hWtojg 
Km. WhMfaycshcei 

a hrth. Nothing, all is layd} 

Hitongueitnowa ftrinjUiremftmraou, 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 

So much forth*. Nowforour/r^ Warres: 

Wemuft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes. 

Which liuelike venome, whereno venomc cUe 
Butonely they, haue priuiledge to liue. 

And for thefe great affayres do askefome charge. 

Towards our afsiftance we do fcaze to vs, 

The Plate, Coyne,Reuencwes, andmoueablc* 

Whereof our V ncklc Gaunt did ftand potieft, 

Yorke. How long (hall I be patient l Ah how long 
Shall tender duetie make me fuffer wrong? 

NotGlocefters death, norHerfords baniftiment, 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrookc 
About his marriage, nor my owne difgrace, 

Haue euer made me fower my patient checke. 

Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraigncs face 1 
I am the laft of the noble Ewards Sonnes, » 

Ofwhom thy Father Princeof Wales was firft. 

In Warre, was neuer Lion rage more fierce : 

In Peace, was neuer gentle Lapabe more milde 
Then was that youngand Princely Gentleman t 
Hisfacethou haft, for euen folookt he, 

Accompklht with a number of thy hourcs 5 
But when he frowned, it was againft the French, 
Andnotagainfthis Friendes : hisnoblehand 
Did winne what he didfpend, and fpent not that 
Which histrinmphantF athers hand hadwonne : 

His hands were guiltie of no kindred blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne. 

D 



Oh 





The Tragedie of 

Ok Richard! York* is too farre gone with griefc, 

Or elfe he neuer would compare betweene. 
jCiHg. Why V ncle, whats the matter ! 

Torke. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe. 

If not, I pleafd, not to be pardoned, am content withall i 
Seeke yOu to feize and gripe into your hands, 

The royalties and rights of banillit Herford. ? 

Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Herford liue i 
Was not Gaunt iuft? and is not Harry true i 
Did not the one deferue tohaue an heyre i 
Isnothisheyrea welldcferuirig fonne<? • : f 

T ake Herford * right away, and fake from time, 

His Charters andhis Cuftomarierights; 

Let not to morrow then enfue to day: 

Be not thy felfe ; For how art thou a King, 

But by faire leqiience, and fucceflion i 
Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, 

Ifyou doe wrongfully feize He fords right, 

Call in the Letters Patents that he hath 

By his attourniesgeneralltofue 

His liuery,and deny his offered homage, 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head. 

You loofe a thoufand well difpofed hearts. 

And pricke my tender patience tothofe thoughts, 
Which honour and allcgeance cannot tbinke. 

King. Thinke what you will, we feize into our hands. 
His plate, his goods, his money and his Land, 

Torke. He not be by the while, my Liege farewell, 
What will enfue heereof, ther’s none can tell : 

But by bad courlesmay be vnderllood, 

That their events can neuer fall out good. Exit, 

King . Go Bulhie, to the Earle of Wiltlhire ftraight. 
Bid him repayre to vs to Elye houfe, 

Tofee this bulinelfe : to morrow next 
We will for Ireland, andt’is time! trow ; 

And weecreateinabfence ofour felfe. 

Our V nckle Y orke, Lord Gouernour of England j 
For he is iuft, andaiwaies loued vs welli' 

' > T~ Cowc 
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rnme on ourQuecne, to morrow muft we part, . 
^merry , for our time of ftay is lliort. 

Exeunt Kiagand^ueene. Manet North* 

North. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaftcris dead. 

Rotfe. And liuingtoo,for now his fonne is Duke. 
wSlourh, Barely in title, not in reuenewes, 

North. Richly in both, if Iuftice had her right. 

Rt fc jviy heart is great, but it muft breake with hlcnce, 
Fnt be disburdened witha liberall tongue. 

North. Nay fpeakthy mind, Selec him nerefpeak more. 

That fueakes thy words againe, to do thee harme* 

mLh. Tend s that thou wouldft fpeake,to the D. of 
If itbe fo, out with it boldly man, (Herford , 

Quicke is mine eare to heareof good towards him. 

Rojfe. No good at all, that I can doe for him : 

Vnlelleyou call it good, to pitty him, 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie. 

North. Now afore God t’is fhame fuch wrongs are fapmc 
In him a Royall Prince, and many mo 
Of noble blood in this declining land : 

The King is not himfelfe,but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they willinformc, 

Meerely in hate againftany of vsall, 

Thatwiilthe King feuerely profecute 

Againft vs? our liues 3 our children* and our heires* 

Rojfe. The Commons hath he pild with grieuous taxes, 
And quite loft their hearts. The Nobles hath hefin’d 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

Willough. And dayly new exactions are dcuifd. 

As Blancks,Beneuolences, and I wot not what. 

North. ButwhataGods name doth become of this? 
Wilt. Warreshath not Wafted it; for W arr’d he hath not, 
Butbafely yeildedvponcompromife. 

That which his Noble Aunceftors atchieud with blowes • 
More hath he fpentin peace, then they in Warres. 
r Eoffe. The Earle of Wiltfhire hath the Realme in farsne. 
W4 The King's grownebanckrout like a broken man. 

D z Nmh* 
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North. Reproach and defection hangcth oucrhim, 
Roffe. He hath not Money for thefe Iri(h Warres, 

His burthcnous taxations notwithftanding. 

But by the robbing of the banilht Duke. 

North. His noble kinfman molt degenerate King ; 

But Lords, we hearethis fearefull cempeft fing, 

Yetleeke no Ihelter to auoyde the ftorme. 

Wefeethe Winde fit forcvponour Sailes, 

And yet we ftrikc not,butfecurely pcrifh. 

Rojfe. We fee the very Wracke that we muftfuffer, 
And vnauoyded is the danger now. 

For fufferingfo the caufes of our wracke. 

North. Hotl'o,euen through the hollow eies of death, 
I efpie life peering; but 1 dare not fay, 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 

Wil. Nay let v s (hare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours, 
Rojfe. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 

We three are but thy felfe; andfpeakingfo, 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus : I hauefrom Le port Man 
( A Bay in Britaine) receiudc intelligence, 

That Harry Duke of Herford, Raynold L» Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His Brother Archbi (hop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir Iohn Ramfton, 

Sir Iohn Norberie,lir Robert Waterton,& Francis Coines 
All thefe wellfurniflied by the Duke of Britaine, 

With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men of Warre, 
Are makinghither with all due expedience, 

And Ihorrly meane to touch our Northern fhore, 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they (lay 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland: 

If then we (hall (hake off our Countries fiauiihyokc, 
Impe out our drowping Countries broken wing, 
Redeeme from broken pawne the blemifiit Crowne, 
Wipe of the duft that hides our Scepters guilt, 

And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe. 

Away with me in poll to Rauenfpurgh : _ 



Richard the Second . 



M ifyoufaint,as fearing todofo, 

c° v and be fecret, and my .felfe will go. • . 

/ To horfe, to horfe^vrge doubts to them that fear«v 
Wllo. Hold out my horfe, and I will fi rft be there. 



Enter the Qaeeney Bnfhte., and Bagot, 

Balb. Madam, your Maieftie is too much fadde. 

You promift when you parted with the King, 

To lay alide halfc-harming heauinelfc, 

Andentertainea checrefull difpofition. 

Gfoeene. To pleafe th e King I did, to pleafe my felfe 
1 emot doo it ; yet I know no caufe ^ 

Why 1 (huuld welcome fuch a guclt as Gride, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fw.ccte a gueft, 

As my fweete Richard : yet agame me thinks 
Somevnborne Sorrow ripe in Fortunes wombe. 

Is comming towards me and my inward Soule, 

With nothing trembles, at fome thing it grieues. 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bufl. Each fub fiance of a gnefe hath twenty (hadowes 
Which Ihewes like griefe it felfe, but isnetfo; 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares, 

Deuides one thing entire to many obieds. 

Like perfpediues, which rightly gazde vpon, 

Shew nothing but confufion, eyde awry, 

Diftinguifh forme :.foyour (weete Maieftie, 

Lookingawry vpon your Lords departure, 

Findfliapesof griefe more then himfelfe to waile, 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but (hadowes 
Ofwhat it i$ not, then thrice ( gracious Quecne) 

More then your Lords departure weepe not, more is not- 
Or if it be, tis with falfe Sorrowes eyes, (feene. 

Which forthings true, weepes things imagmarie. 

Queene. It may be fo,but yet my inward Soule 
Perfwades me it is othcrwilc ; how ere it b'e, 

I cannot but be fad ; fo heauie fad. 

Although on thinking on, no thought Ithinke, 

Makes me with heauie nothing faint and (hrinke, 
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TSufi. Tis nothing butconceite (my gracious Lady \ 
guccnc. T is nothinglcfle, Conccite is Hill dcriude 
From fomc forefather Gricfe, mine is not fo'; 

For nothing hath begot my fomething griefe. 

Or fomething hath the nothing that 1 grieue, 

Tis in reverlionthat i doe potVeile : 

But what it is, thar is not yetknowne, what 
1 cannot name, tis nameleife woe I wot. 

Greene. God faue your Maicftie, & well met gentlemen 
I hope the King is not yet Ihipt for I reland* 

Quccne. Why hopeft thou fo ? tis better hope he is, 
For his defignes crauc haft, his haft good hope : 

Then wherefore doft thou hopehe is notfliipt? 

Greene. That he our hopemight haue retirde his power 
And driuen into defpairean enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in thisland. 

The bi.Vi\[\-itBHllm{brooke repeales himfclfc. 

And with vplifted armes isiafeariudeat Rakenjpurgh. 
gueene. NowGod in heauen forbid. /• k-\ 

Greene. Ah Madam, tis too true; and that isworfe: 
TheLordNorthumberland, his young SonH. Percie, 
The Lords of Retie, Beaumond, and Willoughbie, 
With all their pawerfull friends, are fled to him. 

Bujb , Why haue yon not proclaimd Northumberland 
And the reft of the reuoiting faftion, tray tours ! 

Greene. We haue, wherevpon the Earle of Worcefter, 
Hath broke his Staffe, reflgnd his Stewardfliip, 

And all the houfhold feruants fled with him to BulUngbroki 
Qepte. So Greene, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
AndBullingbrooke, my forrowes difmall heire : 

Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodigie. 

And I a gafping newdcliuered mother, 

Haue woe to woe, forrow to forrow ioynd. 

"Bupj. Difpaire not Madam. 
gneene. Who fli all hinder me? 

I will difpaire and be at entnitie 
With couetous hope, he is a flatterer, 

Aparafne, a keeper backe of death, 



Richard the Second, 

t * • 

vho gently woulddUroluethe band* of life, n>: : 

Which fak e hope lingers in extremitie. 

Create. Heere comes the Duke of Y orke. 

Queene. With fignes ofWarre about his aged nccke s 
Ohfull ofcarefull bufinefleare his lookes: 

Vnckle, for Gods fakefpeakc comfortable words. 

V Yorke. Should I do io, I fbouldbcly my thoughts, 
Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing hues but croftes, care, and griefe. 

Your Husband he is gone to faue farre off, 

Whilft others come to make him loofc athome s 
Heere am 1 left to vnderprop his Land, v ' • 

VVbowcake with age, cannot fupportmy felfe. 

Now comes the ficke houre that his furfetmade, 

Now Ihall he trie his friends that flattered him. 

Sewing. My Lord, your fonne was gone before Icame? 
Yorke. Hewas,whyfo } go all which wayitwill: 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they arc-cold. 
And will (1 feare) reuolt on HerfordsMt. 

Sirra, get thee to Plafhie to my fi ftet Glocefter, 

Bid her fend me prefently athoufand Pourf^ 

Hold take my Ring. 

Ser. My Lord, 1 had forgotto tell your Lor dihip,. 

To day I came by and called therej 
But I Ihall grieue you to report the reft. ■ 

Yorke, Whati’ftknaue. : 

Ser. An houre before I earne^the Duteheff? djed* 

1 Yorke. God for hismercy ! what a tideqf woes -j )! 
Comes rufhing on this woefull Land at once 3 
I know not what to doe ; I would to God 
(So my vntruth had not prouokt him to it) 

The King had cut of my head with my brothers. 

What, are there two Ports difpatcht for Ireland? W 

How ihall we doe for money for thefe Warres / , 

Come Sifter, Cooiin I \yould fay } pray pardon fiiet 
Goe fellow, get thee hqme, prouide fon^e £art»,- , 

And bring away the Armour that is there, 

Gentlemen, willyou goc mufter ro<yji,} fV - , , * L'sw^ 
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I f I know how or which way to order thefc affayres, 
Thus difordcrly tbruft into my hands, 

Ncuer beleeue mee ;both aremy kinfmen j 
T'one is my Soueraingc, whome both my oath 
And dutie bidsdefend : t’otheragaine, 

Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom Confcicnce and my Kindred bids to right. 
Well,fomewhat\ve muft doe ; come Coofin, 
lledifpofe-of you* Gentlemen, gocmuftervpyourmcn, 
And mecteme prefcntly at Barckly : 

1 iliould to Plalhie too,but time will not permit : 

All is vncuen,andeuery thing is left at fixe and feauen. 

Exeunt Duke, &jgucene : manent BuflAe and Greene. 

'Bufo, The Wind fits fairc for iiewes to go for 'Ireland^ 
But nonereturnes. For v$ to leuie power 
Proportionable to the enemie, is all vnpoffible. 

Greene. Befides, our neerenelle to the King in loue. 

Is nccre the hate ofthofe loue not the King. 

Bag. And that is the wauering Commons^for their loue 
Lies in their Purfes, and who fo empties them. 

By fo much filsthdr hearts with deadly hate. 

Bujb. Wherein the King Hands generally condemn’d, 

Bag., If judgement lie in them, then fo do wc, 
Becaufewe euer haue been neerethe King. 

Greene. Well, I will for refuge ftraight to Brifl.CafHci 
TheEarlcofWiltfliire is already there. 

Bufhv> fhitk^U^ill F With you, for little office 
Will the hatefuliCommons performefor vs, 

Excepr like Curres, to teare vs all in pceces : 

Will you goe along with vs ? 

Bag , No, I will to Ireland to his Mai c flic : 

Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine. 

We three hecre part, that neere fliall meete againe. 

Bufl>. Thats as Torke thriucs to beat backe Bulli^ 

Greene. Alas poore Duke,the taske he vndertakes, 

Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 
Whereone on hiv fide fighfs^tfroufands will flic : 
farewell at once, foronce, for all and euer. 
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Bnth. Well, wee may mcetc againe. 

» 4?f Ifearemeneucr. 

0 ** Enter Hereford: Northumberland. 

2d. How farre is it my Lord to Barckly now 2 
No *h. Beleeue me noble Lord, 

I am a Granger in Gloceflerlhirc, 

Thefc high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes, 
prawes out our miles, and makes them wearifome, 
Andyetyourfaire difeourfe hath beetle as fugar, 

Making the hard way fweetand deledablc ; 

But I bethinkeme whata wearie way, 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotfliall will be found. 

In %ofe and Willoughby wanting your company, 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tedioufnelle and procelfe of my trauell: 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to hake 
Theprefent benefite that ^polfeiTe, 

And hope to ioy is little letiein ioy. 

Then hope inioyed : by this the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fliort, as mine hath done. 

By fight of what I haue, your noble companie. 

Bui. Of muchletrevakie is my company. 

Then your good words. But who comes hecre l 
Enter Harry Per cie. 

North. It is my foil ne, young Harrie Terjte , 

Sent from niv brother WorcclYerwhenfoeuer ; 

Harry, how fares your V nckle ? (of you 

Per, I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 
North, Why l is he not with the Qucene l 
H. Per. No my goodLord, he hath for fooke the Court, 
Broken his ftaffe of office, and difperlt 
T,he houffiold of the King. 

North, What was his reafon } he was not fo refolu’d, 
Whenlaftwe fpake together. 

H.Per, Becaufe your Lordfliip was proclaimed traitour 5 
But he my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

Tootfcrferuice to theDukeof Herford, 

And fentme ouer by Barckly todifcouer, 
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What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there. 

Then with directions; to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 
North. Hauc you forgot the Duke o (Herford, boy i 
H. Per. Nomy good Lord forthatis notforgot 
Which ne’rel did remember, to my knowledge 
1 neuer in my life did looke on him. 

North. Then learnc to know him now, this is the Dufo 
H.P* My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder daies fhaltripen and confirm^ 

To more approued feruice and defart# 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle P*ra*,and be fure, 

I count my felfe in nothing elfefq happy. 

As in a loule remerobring my good friends 
And as my fortune ripens with thy louc, 

Itlhallbe dill thy true loues recompence, 

My heart this couanant makes, my hand thus feales it 
North. How far re is it to Barkley, and what ft urre 
Keepes good old Yorke therewith his men of Warrcf 
H. P. There ftands the Caftle by-yon tuft of trees, 
Mann’d with three hundred men, as I haue heard: 

And in itare the Lords of Yorke, "Barkley , and Seymor , 
None elfc of nameand noble eftimation. 

Nor. Here come the Lords of Roffe and Willoughby, 
Bloudy with (purring, fxerie red with haft. 

Bui. Welcome my Lords, I wot your louepurfues 
A banilht Traitour : all my treafuric 
Isyetbut vnfelt thanks, which morcenricht; 

Shall be your loue and labours recompence# 

Rojfe. Your prefence makes vs rich, moft noble Lord. 
wil. And farrefurmounts our labour to attaine it. 



r 



Richard the Second* 



and I muft find that title in your tongue, 

Reforc 1 make ceply to ought you fay. 

Eitrk Miftake me not my Lord, t’is not my meaning 
To race one title of your honour out : 

To you my Lord I come, what Lord you will, 

From the moft glorious of this land, 

T he Duke of Yorke, to know what pricks you on. 

To take aduantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our natiue peace with felfe-borne ArmesJ 
Bitl. °I (hall not need ttanfportmy words by you, 

Here comes his Grace in perfon : My noble V nckle ! 

Yorke. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee. 
Whole duety is deceiueable and falfe. 

' Bui. My gracious V nckle i 
Yorke. Tut, tut, grace me no grace , nor V nckle me no 
I am no traitours V nckle; and that word Grace (V nckle. 
In anvngracions mouth, is but prophane: 

Why hauc thofcbanifht and forbiddenlegs 
Darde once to touch a dull of England* ground ? 

But more then why i Why haue they darde to-march 
So many miles vpon her pcacefull bolbmc, 

Fryting hcrpalc-facde Villages with Warrc, 

And oftentation of defpifed Armes ? 

Coraft thou becaufe th’annoynted King is hence? 

Why fooliih boy, the King is left behind , 

And in my loy all bofome lies his power : 

Were I but now Lord of fuch hot youth, 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy felfe, 

Refcued the Blacke Prince that young Mars of men, 
from foorth the rancks of many thoufands French, 

0 then how quickly Ihould this arme of mine, 



Bull. Euermore thanks, the Exchequer of the poore, N ow prifoner to the Paulfey , chaftife thee, 



Which till my infant fortunecomcs toyeares, 
Standsfor my bounty : but whocomes heere ? 

N»r. ItismyLordof Barkdey,asl guefte, 
Barck. . My Lord of Herford, my mclfage is to you 
Bui. My Lordjinyanfwereis to Lancafier, 

And I am come tp.feekc .that name in England, 



And mini (ter correction to thy fault. 1 

Bui. My gracious Vnctle, let me know my fault. 

On what condition ftands it, and wherein ? 

Yorke. Euen in condition of the worft degree, 

Ljgroilc rebellion, and detefted treafon : . 

Thou art a banilht man, and heere art come, 

£ t Before 
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Before the Expiration of thy time, 

In brauing armes again ft my Soucraignc. 

Bui. As I was baniflit, I was baniftit Herford, 

But as I come, I come for Lancafier : 

And noble Vnckie, 1 befeech your grace, 

Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

Y ou are my Father, or me thinks in you 
1 fee old Gaunt aliiie. Oh then Father, 

Will you permit that 1 fhall ftand condemn’d 
A wandering Vagabond, my rights and royalties 
Pluckt from my Armes perforce, and giuen away 
To VpftartVuthfilfs? wherefore w'as I borne? 

If that my Coofim King, be King of England, 

It muft be graunted lam Duke of Lancafter .* 

You haue a Spnne, usittmerle, my noble Coofin, 

Had you fir ft died, and he beenethus trod downe, 

He lhouldhaue found his V nckle Gaunt a Father, . 

To rouzehis wrongs, and chafe them to the Bay, 

1 am denied tofue my liuerie heere. 

And yet my letters patents giue meleaue. 

My fathers goods are all diftram’d andfold. 

And thefc, and all, are all aroiife employed. . 

What wouldyou haue medoef I am a Subieft, 

And I Challenge Law ; Atturniesaredenide me. 

And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 
To my inheritance of free defeent. 

North. The noble Duke hath been too much abufde. 
Roffe. It ftands your Grace vpon,todo him right. 
Willo. Bale men by his endowments are made great. 

Tor he. My Lords of England, let me tell you this; 

I bauehad feeling of my Coofmswrongs, ! 

And laboured all l could to dohim righr, 

But in this kind, to come in brauing Armes, - 
Be his owne caruer, and cutout his way, 

To find out rightwith wrong, it may not be: . 

And you that doabettehim in this kind, 

Cherifh Rebellion, and ancRebels all. 

North. ThenobleDuke hath fworne,his commingis 



Richard the Second* 

c t f or his owne j andfor the ftight of that, 

S/eall haue ftrongly fwornetdgiitehinvayde ; 

A d let him ne're lee ioy that breakes that oath. 

forks- Well, well, I fee the ilFueof thefc Armes*, 

1 cannot mend it,l muft needs confeRe, 

Becau femy power is weake,and all ill left: 

Rut ifl c ouH; by him that gauemelife, 

1 would attac h you all, and niake you ftoopc 
Vnto the Soueraigne mercy of the King : ^ 

But fince Icannot, be it knowne to you, 

1 do remaine as newter 5 fo fare you well, 1 ! 

VidcffeyoupleafetoenterintbeCaftlei' 'G ' . v 

And there repofe you for this night. 

BhI. An offer Vnckie that we will accept, 
ButwemuftwinneyourGracctogowithvS V/ 

To £r/]?0»Caftle, which they fay is held. . 

By and their. coppliciesy. 

TheCaterpillersofthe Gommon-wealth} r * 

Which I bauefworne to weede andplucke away* 

7orkc. It may be I will go with you } but yet ile paufe, 

For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

-Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcotneyou are, 

Things paft redrelle, are now with mepaft care. 1 T 

Enter Earle of of Sahshftrse } and a fVelchCaptainf* 

. Welch. My Lord of Sa/ishurie,vt e hzue fthide ten daics, 
And.hardly kept our Countrymen togeth#^ :>f!l 
And yet we heare no tidings from the Kingy 
Therefore we will dilperfeour felues { farewell. 

Salif. Stay yet another day, thou trufty Welchman, 

The King repofeth all bisconfidencc inthec, 

Welch. Tis thought theKing is dead! We will not ftay. 
The Bay-trees in our Countrey all are withered. 

And Meteors fright the fixed ftarres ofheauen : 
Thepalc-fac’d Moonelookes bloody on the earth. 

And leane-look't Prophets whifper fearefull change, 
jjich men looke fadde, and Ruffians daunceahd leape, , 
1Jle Qne in feare toloofe what they enioy* ' 
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The other to enioy by rage and Warre. 

Thefcfignes fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell, our Countrimcn are gone and fled, 

As well allured Richard their King is dead.- - ■ ' , .. 

Sal. Ah Richard ! with eies of heauic mind, 

I fee thy glorie like a (hooting ftarre. 

Fall to the bafe earth from thefirmament, 

Thyfunnefets 3 weeping in the lowly Weft, 

Witnefling ftormes to come,\voe and vnreft : 

Thy friends are fled to waite vpon thy foes. 

And crolfely to thy. good all fortune goes* 

Enter the Duke of Herford,Yorkc, Northumberland, 
Buflte and Greene Rrifoners, 

Bui. Bring foorth th'efe men. 

Bujhie and Greene , I will not vexe yourfoules 
Since prefently your foules muft partyour bodies, 

With two much vrging your perniciousliues, 

For t’were no charitieY yet to walh your blood 
From ofFmy hands, here in the view of men, 

I v\ lll.vnfold fo me< au feso f y ou r death. 

You haue miif-led a Prince, a Royall King, 

A happie Gentleman in blood and lineaments; 

By you vnhappied and disfigured cleane. 

You hauein manner with your finfull howres. 

Made a diuorce betwixt his Queeneand him. 

Broke the profeflipn of a Royall bed, , 

And ftaind thebcaudeofafayreQueenescheekes, 

With teares drawnc from her eies with your foule wrongs, 
My felfe a Prince by fortune ofmy birth, 

Neeere to.theKing (n blood, and neere in louc, 

Till they did make him mif-interpret me, 

Haue ftooptmy neckevnder youriniuries, ' 

And figh’d my Englifh breath in forren clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banifhment, 

Whileyou haue fedde vpon my fegniories, 

Difparkt my Parkes,and feld roy forreft woods, 

From {nine owne windowes torne my boufhold coate, 
Rac’t out my impretle, leauing me no figne, 
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caue men ! opinions) and my liuing blood, 
Tnlhewibcworldlam a Gentleman . 

l „nrl much more, much more then twice alltrm, 
Condoons you to the death > feeehem .kliuefedouet 
t execution and the hand of death. 

1 %u(h More welcome is the ftroke of death to me, 

Then BulltngbrookeU) England : Lords farewell. 

A Cwnc My comfort is, that heauen will take our unites? 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bull My Lord Northumberland, fee them difpatchts 
Vnckie, you fay, the Queene is atyourlioufe, 

For Godsfake fairelie let her be entreated. 

Tell her, I fend to her my kind commends; 

T-c. r^priall care mv greetings be deliuerd 



b away. 
Exeunt. 



Vith letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bull. Thanks (gentle V nckle : ) come Lords; 

To fight with Glendor and his complices, 

A while to worke, and after holiday. 

Enter the King, <ts4ttmerle, Carlile, 

Km. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand? 

An. Yeamy .Lord; how brook’s your Grace the ayre- 
After your late tolling on the breaking Seas i 
King. Needs muft 1 like it well, I weepe for ioy, - 
Tolland vpon my kingdomeonce againe 
Deareearth, I doe falute thee with my hand, 

Though Rebels Mound thee with their Horfeshoofes: 

As along parted mother with her Child, 

Baies fondlie with her teares, and imilcs in meeting : - 
So weeping, fmiling,.grect I thee my earth. 

And doe thee fauour with my royall hands, 

Feede not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy 1 weets comfort h is rauenous fence. 

But let thy Spiders, that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauie gatedToads lie in their way, 

Dooing annoyance to the trechcrous feete, 

Which with vfurpmg fteps do trample thee > 
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Yedd Singing nettles to mine enemies s 
And when they from my bofome plucke a flower 
Guard it I, pray thee with a lurking Adder, 

Whoiodouble tonguemay withfa^mortall touch, 

Throw death vpon thy.Soueraignes enemies : 
Mockenot my fenflelfe coniuration Lords ; 

This earth (hall haue a feeling, and thefe (tones 
Proouc grmed.Souldiers creher natiue King 
Shall (alter vnder foule rebellious armes. 

Cart. Feare not myLord,that power that made you king 
Hath power to keepe you King in fpite of all} 

The meanesthat heauensyeeld mull be imbrae'e 
And not negledted, Elfehcauen would, 

And we would not}' beau ens. offer, we refute 
The pooffered meanes offuccoursand redrelfe. 

Aum. He meanes, my Lord, that we are too remilfe, 
Whilft Bulhngbrooke^ through ourlecuritie, 

Growes flrong and great infubftanceandin power. 

King. Difcomfortable'Coofm, knowft thou not. 
That when the fearching eic of heauen is hid 
Behind the globe that lights thelowcr world. 

Then thectjfsand robbers range abroade vnfccne, 

In murthers, and in outrage bloodie hecre. 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires the proud tops ofthe eafterne pines, 

And darts his light through euery guilty hole } 

Then murders, treafons, and detefled linnes, 

The doakc of night being pluckt from off their backes, 
Stand bare and naked trembling at themfelues ; 

So when thisthiefe, this traitour Bttlhngbrwkr, 

Who all this while hath reucld in the night, 

Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs rifing in our ehrotie the Baft, 

His treafons will lit blulhing in his face, 

Notable to endure the light of day. 

But (elfe affrighted, trembled at his (inne, 

Not all the Water in the * ough rude Sea, 

Gan wafli the balme oti from an annoynted King, 

... . _ The 
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, u r »ath of worldly men can cannot depoft 

The 5nnfveleftedbytheLord, 

t h r C eue P ry man that Buthngbreoke hath prefl 
Stllfrewd ftecle againtt our golden Crowne, 

Godf° r hi s Richard hath in heauenfypay, 

V wious Angel: then if Angels fight, 

men mull fall, for heauen (till guards the right, 

vm welcome my Lord:how farre off lies your power? 
Mor neere, nor farthar off, my gracious Lord : 
Thanthisweakearme } difeomfort guides my tongue. 

And bids me fpeake of nothing but Defpaire, 

Oneday too late,I feare, my noble Lord 

Hath clouded all thy happy daies oil earth, 

0 callbackeyefterday, bid T ime rctume, 

Andthou (halt haue twclue thouland fighting men: 

Today, today,vnhappy day, too late, 

Ouerthrowesthy ioy es,triends, fortune, and thy (late : 

For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bnllingbrooke , difperft, and fled. (pale? 

Aum . Comfort, my Liege, why lookes your Grace fo 
King. But now the blood of twenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled : 

And tillfo much blood thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead? 

All foules that will be fafe, fliefrom my fide, 

For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you arc. 
King. I had forgot my felfe, Am I not King ? 

Awake thou coward, Maieftiethou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names? 

Arme, arme,my name a puny fubiedt (trikes 
Atthy great glory, looke notto the ground, 

Yce fauourites of a King, are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts,! know my Vnckle Tcrke (here? 
Hath power enough toferue our turner but who comes 
Enter Scroop e. 

Script. More health and happinelfe betide my Liege, 
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Then can my care tunde tongue deiiuer him. 

King, Mine eare is open, and my heart prepard. 

The worft is worldly lode thou can ft vnfold , 

Say, is my kingdome lot! ? Why twas my care. 

And what lolle is it to be rid of care ? 

Stnues Bnllingbrooke to be as great as wee ? 

Greater he lhall not be : if he ferue God, 

Weelefcrue him too, and be his fellow fo. 

Reuolt our Subiefts? that we cannot mend, 

They break e their faith to God as well as vs ; 

Crie woe, dcftrudion, ruinc,and decay, 

The worll is death, and death will haue his day. 

Scroo. Glad am I, that your Highnelfe is lb armd 
To beare the tidings of calamitie, 

Like an vnfeafonable ftormie day, 

Which make the bluer Riuers drown their lliowers. 

As if the world were all diifolud to teares, 

So higliaboue his limits fwels the rage 
Of Bullmgbrooke, couering your fearefull land 
With hard bright fteele, aud hearts harder then fteclc ? 
White beards haue armd their thinne and hairelelfe fcalpi 
Againft thy Maieftie :,and boyes with womens voyccs 
Striuc to ipeakc biggc, and clap their female ioynts 
In ilitfevnwildie armes, againft thy Crowne, 

Thy very beadf-men learne to bend their browes, 

Of double fatall woe againft thy ftate. 

Ycadiftatfe women mannage ruftie bilks; 

Againft thy feate both young and old rebels 
And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

King. To well, to well thou telllatale foill. 

Where is the Earle of Wiltfliire? where isBagot? 

What is become of Bufliie? where is Greene? 

That they hauelet the dangerous enemie 
Meafure our confines with fuch peaceful! fteps, 

If we pretiaile, their heads fiiall pay for it s 
I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 

Scro. Peacehaue they made with him indeed my Lord. 
King, Oil Yillaines, vipers, damnd without redemption) 

Dogs 



Bichard the Second, 



* in ?7 hcaft * 

Three 1 udatfes, each one thrice worfe then Iudas, 
«V/..y thev make peace? terrible hell 
yS Jvnon their fpotted foules for this, 

Swccttloutfs (If«) changing ; his property 
T,irnc* tothefowreft and moft deadliehate. 
Aaainevncurfe their foules, their peaceis made 
wlh head, and not with hands, thofe whom you curfe 
Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroying wound, 

scro * Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads, j 
where is the Duke my father with his power ? 
Km. No matter where, of comfort no manfpeake. 
Lets talke of graucs, of wormes, and Epitaphs, 

Make dull our paper, and with raime eyes 
Writcforrowonthe boiome of the earth, 

Letschoole Executors and talke of wils j 
And yet not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

Saue our de poled bodies to the ground ? 

Our lands, our liues, and all are Bnllmgbrookes t 
And nothing can we call our owne, but death. 

And that fmall modcll of the barren earth, 

Which ferues as paftandcouerto our bones. 

For Gods fake let vs fit vpon the ground? 

AndteUfad ftories ofthedeathof Kings, 

How fonae haue beene depofde, fomc flai ne in warre, 
Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiue3, feme fleeping kild, 
Allmurthered: forwithinthehollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 
Kecpesdcath his Court, andthere the antique fits, 
Scoftinghis ftate,and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little feeane, 

ToMonarchife, be feard,and kill with lookes, 

Infufing him with felfe and vainc conceit, 

As ifthisfldh which walks about our life, 
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Were BralTe impregnable : and humord thus, 

Comes at the lait,and with a little pin 

Bores through his Caftle wallcs, and farewell King, 

Coueryour heads, androocke not flefh and blood, 

With folemnc reuerence throwaway refpeift, 

T radition, forme, and ceremonious dutie. 

For you haue but miftooke me all this while, , ,.’t| 

lliuewith bread like.you, fcelewant, 

Taft griefe , need friends : fubiefted thus, 

How can you fay to mec, I am a King $ , 

Carl. My Lord, Wife-men ne’re fit and waile their w«$ 
But prefently preuent the waies to waile. 

To feare the foe, line e feare opprelfeth ftrength, 

Giues in your weakeneiTc ftrength vnto your foe, 
Andfpyour follies fightagainft yourfelfc.- 
Feare, and be flaine, no worfe can come to fight : 

And fight and die, is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing dying, paies death feruile breath. 

Aam. My Father hath a power, inquired him, 
Andlearnetomakeabodyof a limme, 

Ktng. Thou chidft me well; proud Hullingbrooke , I come 
To change blowcs with thee for our day of doome: 
This Ague-fit of feare is ouerblow ne. 

An eafie taske it is to winne our owne* 

Say Scrooge , Where lies our V nckle with his power ? 
Speakefweetly man, although thy lookes be fower. 

Scrooge . Meniudgeby thecomplexion oftheskie, 
The ftatcand inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull and heauy eye : 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, 

I play the torturer by fmall and finall. 

To lengthen out the worft that muft be fpoken : 

Your Vnckle Torke is ioyn’d with BulUngbrooke, 

And all vourNortherne Caftles yeelded vp. 

And all your Southerne Gentlemen in armes 
Vpon his partie. 

Ktng. Thou haft fayd enough: 

Beihrew thee Coofin which didft lead me foorth 

Of 



Richurdthe Second . 

nf thatfweet way I was in to difpaire. 

t VL f f ay you now i What comfort haue we now i 
oy heauen He hate him euerlaftingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more, 

Goeto Flint Caftle, there ile pine away, 
a King woes flaue, fliall kingly woe obey ; 

That power Ihaue;difcharge,andlet them go 
To eare the Land that hath fome hope to grow : 
for 1 haue none; let no man fpeake againe 
Toalter this, for counfell is but vaine, 
jam, My Liege one word. 

K i„g. He does me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue: 
Difchargemy followers, let them hence away. 

From Richards night, to Bstllingbrookes faire day. 

Enter Bull. Torke, North . 

Ball. So that by this intelligence we learne, 

The Welchmen are difpearft, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meete the King, who lately landed 
With fome few priuate friends, vpon this coaft. 

North. T he newes is very faire and good , my Lord.' 
Richard not f arre from hence hath hid his head. 

Torke, It would befeeme the Lord Northumberlandy 
To lay, KingRichard, alacke the heauieday, 

When fuch a facred King, fhould hide his head. 

North. Your Grace miftakes; onely tobe briefe, 

Left! his title out. f. 

Tw.The time hath bin, fhould you hanebin fo briefe with, 
He would haue bin fo briefe to fhorten you, (him 

For taking fo the head, your whole heads length. 

Bui, Miftakc not (Vnckle) further then you fhould. 
Torke. Take notf good Coofln)furtherthen you fhould 
Leaf! you mi ftakc theheauens are ouer your heads. 

Bui, I know it V nckle, and oppofe not my lefe 
Againft their willes. But, who comes heere ? Enter Percy . 
Welcome Harry : What, will not this Cafte yeeld? 

Hen. Ter. The Caftle is Royally mand my Lord. 
Againft thy entrance. 

F 3 Bud. 
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Bull, Royally, why itcontaines no King. 

H. Per. Yes ( my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King, King Richardlks 
With the limits of yon lime and ftone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle , Lord Salisburie, 

Sir Stephen Scroope, befides a Cleargie man 
Of holie reuerence.who I cannot learne. 

North. Oh belike it is the Billiop of CarletU. 

Bui, Noble Lords, 

Go to the rude ribbesof that ancient Caftle, 
Throughbrafen Trumpetfend the breath of parlcc 
Into his r uinde earcs, and thus deliuer. 

H.Bul , onbothhi$knees,doth kiffeking Richards hand. 
And fends alleageancc and true faith of heart 
TohisRoyallperfon :hithercorae 
Euenat hisfeete,tolay my arraesand power: 
Prouided.that my banilliment repeald. 

And lands reftored againebc freely graunted } 

If not, ile vfe the aduantage of my power, 

And lay thefummers duft with fliowres of blood, 

Raind from the wounds of flaughtered Englinffmen i 
The which, how far off from themind o( Bullingbrooke 
It isjfuch chrimfon tempeft fhould bedrencht, 

The freff greene lap of faire King Richards land, 

My Hooping dutie tenderlie (hall ilicw. 

Go fignifie as much, while here we march 
Vpon the graflie carpet of this plaine ; 

Lets march without the noyfe of threatning drumme, 
That from this Caftles tattered battlements, 

Our faire appointments may bewellperufd. 

Methinks King Richard and my felfe fliould meete 

With.no leffeterrour then the Elements 

Of Fire and Water, when their thundringfmoake, 

At meeting teares the cloudy cheekes of heauen. 

Behe the Fire, Jlcbe the yeelding Water * 

The rage be his,whilft on the earth 1 raigue 
My Watet‘6 on the earth, and not on him: 

March on, and marke King Richard how he lookes. 



Richard the Second, 

The Trumpet found, Richard appeareth on the YmIUu 

Bull. Sec, fee. King Richard doth himfelfe appearc, 
A S doth the bluffing difeontented Sunne 
From out the fierie portall of the Hart, 

When he perceiues the enuious clouds are bent 
r 0 dimme his glorie, and to ftaine the tracke 
Of his bright paffage to the Occident. 

porke. Yet lookes he like a King, behold his eye, 

As bright as is the Eagles, lightens foorth 
Controlling Maieftie; alackefor woe, 

That any harme ff ould ftaine fo faire a ffew* 

Ki„g, We are amazd, and thus long haue we flood, 
To watch the fcarefull bending of thy kmb, 

Becaufe we thought our felfe the law full King ; 

And ifwe be, how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay their awefull dutie to our pretence j, 

Ifwe be not, ffew vs thehand of God 
That hath difmift vs from our Stewardff ip : 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone. 

Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnleife he do prophane, fteale, or vfurpe : 

And though you thinke that alias you haue done, > 
Haue torne their foules, by turning them from vs. 

And we are barren and bereft of friends: 

Yetknow,my Maifter Go d omnipotent, 

Is muttering in his clouds on our behalfe, 

Armies of Peftilence, and they ffall ftrike 
Your Children yet vnborne, and vnbegot, 

That lift your vallaile hands againft my head. 

And threat the glorie of my precious Crowne, 

Tell BHllingbrookg (for yon me thinks he (lands) 
Thateucrie ftridehemakes vponmyland, . 

Is dangerous treafon .• he is come to open 
ThepurpleTeftamentof fjleedingW’arrc: 
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out ere the Crowne he lookes for, tiue in peace, - 
Ten thoufand bloody crownesof mothers fonnes, 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, 
Cnange the complexion of Mayd-pfde peace, 
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To fcarlet indignation, and bedeaw 
Herpaftors grade with faithfull Englifli blood. 

North. The King of Heauen forbid, our Lordthcki 
Shouldfo withciuiU and vnciuillarmes 
Be rullit vpon. Thy thrife noble Coofin, 

Harry ‘Bullinghrooke doth humbly kilfe thy hand. 

And by the honourable Tombe he fweares, 

That (lands vpon your royall Grandfires bones. 

And by the Royalties of both your bloods 
Currents that fpringfrom one mod gracious head, 

And by the buried hand of Warlike Gaunt, 

And by the worth and honour of himfelfe, 

Compriling all tnat maybe fworne or faid. 

His comming hither hath no further (cope. 

Then for his lineall Royalties, and to begge 
Infranchifcment immediate on his knees, 

Which on thy Royall partie graunted once. 

His glittering Armeshewill commend to ruft, 

His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his heart 
To faithfull feruice of your Maieftie. 
Thisfweareshe,asheisa Prince iu (l : 

And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him. 

King, Northumberland, fay thus .• the King returncs 
His aoble Coofin isright welcome hither. 

And all the number of his faire demaunds 
Shall be accomplifhtwitfoout contradiction, 

With all the gracious vtterancc thou haft ; 

Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends : 

We doe debafe our felues ( Coofin) do wee not ? 

T o looke fo poorely, and to (peake fo faire 
Shall we call backe Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traitour, and fo die ? 

Aum. No good my Lord, lets fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpfullfwords. 

King. Oh God, oh God that ere this tongue of mine, 
That laid the fentence of dread banifhment 
On you proud man, (hould take it off againe, 

With words of footh ! Oh that I were as great, ^ 



r Richard the Second. 

A* is my griefe, or lefler then my name 1 , * 

Or that 1 could forget what I haue been J \ • ; 
Ornotrememberwhatlmuftbe now! 

SwcH'ft thou (proud heart , ) lie giuc thcefcope to beat. 

Since foes haue fcope td beat both thee and nice. 

Jam. Northumberland comes backe from Bullinghrooke, 
Ktng. What muft the King do now ? muft he lubmit i 
The King (hall do it : Muft he bcdepofde ? 

TheKing Ihall be contented : Muft he loofe 
The name of a King ? a Gods name let it goc ; v , . . i 
11c giue my jewels fora fet of Beades: f <.< •••V. 

MygorgeousPallace/or aHcrinitagc: 

My gay Apparell, for an Almef-mans G«wne: 

My figurde Goblets, for a diih of Wood : 

, My Scepter, for a Palmers walking StafFe: 

MySubie&s, for a payreofearued Saints: ■, 

And my large Kingdome, for a little Crauej -< 

Aliulelitde Graue, an obfcureGraue^ 

Or,iIebeburiedin theKingshieway, . 

Some way ofcormnon trade, where fubiedls feete . r 

May hourely trample on their SoueraignesLead j 
For on my heart they tread now w hiljft I line : 

And buried once, why not vpon my head i 
Aumerle,thou wcepeti(my tender-hearted Coofin) 

Wede make foule weather with defpifedjtearesj,' ; t 
Our fighes, and they, fhall-jodgc the finiMiicr^ornc, - a 
A pd make a dearth in tins reuoltingland '• f J , \\ 

Or (hall we play the wantons with pur woes, , 

And makefome pretty match with (heading tcares, , v 
And thus to drop them ftill vpon one place, 

Tillthey haue fretted vs a paire of Graues 
Within the earth : and therein layde ; their lies -jt 
T wo kinfmen dig'd their Graues with weeping cycs-J 
Would not this ill doe well i well well liee, 

I talke but idlely , and you laugh at uiee. 

Moll mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 

What fayes King Bullinghrooke, will his Maieftie v 
wutRichardlezaz toliuetill Richard diei 
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You make alegge,and Bullingbrookefayes I. -i ■ 
North, My Lord, in the bale court he doth attend, 
To fpeakcwi th you : may it pleafe you to come downe. 
King. Downe, downe I come^like glittering PhAct^ 

Wanting thctnannageofvmtdyiades.; - 

Inthe bafe court, bale court-wherfe Kings grow bafejw 
To come at Tray tors caiies, and dothcm grace. • '-l 

In the bafccouitcouie downe: dovvne court^lowne King 

For night-owles fiireeice where mountinglarks lliould (ing 
Bvll, WhatfayeshtsMaieftie* c -: ^ ---'IT 

North. Sorrow and-gfieieof heaftp 1 i «d : J ( . 71 '-«'?• ’ 
Makes him fpeaketonoly like a t ran tic ke mart 1 : 
Yetheiscome. . .ns 

To make the bafee^th proud with killing*: v 

Me rather had my heart might fecleyourloue. 



Richard the Second, 

Enter the fdutipie mth her At terMr.it, - ^ 

0Hf. Whatfport thall we deuifeheere in thil garden, 
Todriuc away the hcauie thought of care i 
Itdj. Madam weele play at bowles. a - ■ r! ^ •' * 

gne. Twill makeraje thinke the world is fullofrubs 3 
And that my fortune riinnes againft the bi«ls» ndwfticl ‘ f 
Lady. Madam weekdaunce. 
gue. My legs can keepe no meaiure in delight. 

When my poore heart nomeafure keepes in griefc « 
Therefore no daiincinggirle,fon»e other %>rt. -joi.,-. 
yd], Adadatn weele telltales-, ? r.-Jkta 

G}ue. Offoritow or ofgr iefei vilt»om.mi 

Ludjt'. Of either Madam. 



v-..r 



For it of loy, being altogither wanting. 

It doth remember me themore offorrows .vilmfooH 
Or ifofgricfe, being altogither iadtt. 

It addetmoreJforrow to my want of ioy^r' • th - f- 

For what I haue I neede not to repeiite, 

Anri u/hsT T u/^rv#- 



Th«n my y hpleafed cy. fee your curtcl le : ffitaSSL 

VpCoofiovp, your hearnsvp Iknow, ofing. . P ’ 

Thus high atleaftj although your kneebe lo.v. TiswdlthatthouJiafteanfe. rtW ' 

BhU* My gracious Lord* I comebut for mine ow nc, 

Ktrig. Your oWne is yours, and I am yours and all. 

Bull. Sofart e be‘ mine, my moft redoubted Lord, 

Aasmvf^ferlilceftialldeferuelyourioue. 



Asmvt'Uetermceinaiiuciciut^v. 

Ktng. Well y ou deferue : they well defefue to hate, 
That know the ftrong'ft and fur eft way to get . 
Ynckle/dfuC me vour hands •, nay dry your eyes, 

Teareslhew their loue, but want therr remedies. 

Coofin,Iam tooyoungto be your Father, 

Though you are old enough to be Heyre j 
What you will haue, He giue, and willing too : 

Fcr doe wc muft, what force will haue vs do 
Set on towards London, Coofin is it fo i 
Bull, Ycamy good Lord. 

K^g. Then I muft not fay no. ^ 



£ke. Tis well that thouJiafteaufe} :*•••*' 

But thou i fhouldft pleafe me better would ft thou weepe, 
Ledy, I could weepe Madam, would k do yougood, 
Sfe. And I could iing would weeping do me good, 
Andneucr borow any tearc of thee. . I • ' 

But flay, hccrccommeth the Gardiners, 
uts Hep intothe ihadow ofthefctrecs. 1 
My wretchednefle vntoa row of pines. 

They will taike of Hate, for cuery one doth Co- 
Agamlt a change wocisforc-runne with woe, 

• . . . EntcrGardintri. 
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Cut offche heaAs of two faft growing fprayes, X 

That lookc too loftie in our Common-wealth : 

AH mud be euen in our gouerment. 

You thus imployde, I will goe roote away 
The noyfome Weedes that without profit fuckc 
The foylesfertilitie from holfome Flowers. 

Man. Why fhould we in the coropalTeof aPalc, 

Keepe law andforme, and due proportion. 

Shewing in a modell our fijqine eftate. 

When our fea-wafied Garden, the whole Land 
Is full of Weedes j her faireft Flowers choaktvp. 

Her fruit trees all vnprund herhedges ruinde, 

Her Knots difordered, and her holdome Hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Gard, Hold thy peace, ^ f • r. 

He that hath fu fifed this difordered Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe me; with the fall OtLeafe: 

The Weedes that his broadefpreadingLeaues did (belter, 
That feemde in eating him, tohold him vp, 

Are puld v p, roote and all, by Bnltingbrooke : 

I meane the Earle of ] Wtlt(btre> Bulhie, Greene. 
tJMan. What, are they dead i 
Gard. They are. 

And BttUwgbrocke hath feizd the waft full King. 

Oh what putie it is, that he had not fo trtmde 

And drelthis Land; as we this Garden, attimeofyeere 

Do wound thebarke, theskinne ofour fruittrecs, 

Leaft being ouer-proud w>th fappe and blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe. 

Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 

They might haue liude to bcane, and he to tafte 
Their fruites of duetie : fuperfluous branches 
We loppe away, that bearing boughes may line : 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 

Which wafte ofidle houres hath quite thrownedowne. 
Man. What , thinke you the King (hall be depofde? 
Cfard, Dcpreft he is already, and depofdc ' 

j 
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rffc, J cu bt he will be, Letters ccn.daft flight 
To a dcare friend of the Duke of Torkgs, 

That tell blacke tidinges, 

Q an. Obi I am prelt to death through want ot Ipefeitog 
^houiold MamslikcncsCct todrelle this Garden, 

H 0 w dares thy harlh rude tongue found thisvnploahn/; 
What Ene l What Serpent hath fuggefted thee, ( iicvies , 

To makeafecond fallofcurfcd man? 

Why doft thoufay King Rtchard is dcpofde? 

Darit thou, thou little better thing then earth 
Diuine his downs fall i Say, where, when, and how 
Camft thou by this ill tidinges ? fpeake thou wretch i 
Card Pardon me Madam, little ioy haue I 
To breath thefe newes,yctwhat 1 fayis true : 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
OiBullingbrooke : their fortunes both areweyde. 

In your Lo. fcale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And fome few vanities that make him light ; 

But in the ballance of grea tBuHwrbrookf) 

Befides himfelfe, are all theEnglilh Peerca, 

And with that oddes, he wheighes King Richard downs. 

Poll you to London, and youwHl findeitfo 5 
1 fpeake no more then eucry one doth know. 

Queen. N imble Mifchaunee, that art fo light of foote, 
Doth not thy embalfagc belong to me. 

And am I laft that knowes it i Oh thou thinkefl- 
Toferuemelaft,thatlmaylongeftkecpe 
Thy forrow inmybreaft:comeLadyes,goe 
Tomeeteat London, LondonsKing inwoe. 

What, was I borne to this>chat my fadd looke, 

Should grace theuanroph of great BnlSmbrockel 
Gardner, for tettiiTg the theft newes ofwoe. 

Pray God the plants thou graftft may neuer grow. Sxa 
Sard. Poore-Queene, fo that thy ftate might be no worfc 
I would my skilLwere fubied to thy cur fe, 

Hcerc did (he drop a teare 5 heere in this place. 

He fet a bancke of Rewfowre Hearbe-of-grace ; ; 

G 3 Hew, - 
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Rew, cuen for Ruth, heerc fliortly (hall be feene, 

In remembrance o I aweeping Queene. 

Enter Bullingbrooke, Aumerle 3 >t»d others. 

Bull. Call, fourth Bagot. ’ Entergy 

Now Bagot, freely Ipeake thy mind, -1* , & ' 

What thou doft know ofnobleGloccfters death, 

Who wrought it with the King, and who performde 
The Blcodic office ofhis timelelfe end? 

2 Ugot. T hen fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 
Bull. Coofin, hand foorth, and Iooke vpon that nian. 
Bagot, My Lord Aumerle , 1 know your daring ton<m*e 
Scorncs to vnfay what onecit hath dcliueted • 6 ! 

In that dead time when Gloceftcrs death was plotted, 

I heard you fay. Is not my arme of length, 
Thatreacheth from the rettfull Engliih court !, ■ 

As farre as Callice to mine Vnckles head l . \V "• 

Amongft much other talkc, that very time, 

I heard you fay, that year had rather refufe 
Theofrerof an hundred thoufand Crownes, 

Then BuUwgltroekestxz.\ixne. to England, adding'withall, 

How bleft this land would be in thisyoiir Coolins death, 

zAum. Princes, and noble Lords, > , 

What anfwere ffialll make to this bale man ? 

ShalHIo much difhonourmy faire llarres. 

On equalltearmes to giue him chafticement f 
Either I rauft,orhauemincHonourfbyld 
With theattainder ofhis flaundcrouslipst r 

There is my gage, the manuall feale of death, 
Thatmarkes thee out for Hell .* thoulieft. 

And Willmaintaine what thou haft fayd, is falfc. 

In thy heart blood, though being all too bafe 
To ftaine the temper of my knightly Sword, 

Bull Bagot, forbeare, theu fkaltnot take it vp* 
zAum. E xccptingone,! would he werethc bell: 

In all this prelence, that hath mooud mefo. 

Eita. 1 t that day valour ftand on fimpathio. 

There it my gage AumfrU) in gage tothine s 



Xichtrd the Stand, 

rv that faire Sunne that ffiewes me where thou ftand ft, 

I neard thee fay, and vauntingly thou fpakft it. 

That thou wert caufe of noble Gloceftcrs death : 

Ifthou denieft it twentie times, thou lyeft, 

An’i 1 «U turne thy fallliood to thy heart, 

Whcreitwas forged, with my Rapiers poynt. 

Thou darft not (coward; liue I to fee the day, 
fitz. Now by my foule, I would it were this Jioure. 

Fitzwaters, thou art damnd to hellfor this, 

■L. c P er ' Aumerle, thou lied, his honour is as true, 

In this appealc, as thou art all vniufty g 

And that thou artfo, there I throw my gage. 

To prooue it on thee to the ex treameft poyne 
Ofmortall breathing, feize it if thoudar’ft. 

t/ita n. And if 1 do not, may my hands rotoff, 
Andncuer brandiffi more reuengefuUfleele 
Ouer the glittering helmet ofmy foe. 

Another, L\ take the earth to the like(fbr/wone Aumerle 
And fpur thee on with full as many lies. 

As it maybe hollowed i n thy irechcrous care 
From fume to finne : there is my honours pawne, 
lngage it to the tryall ifthou darft. 

Am. Who fets me elfc i by heauen He throw at all, 
Ihaue a thoufand fpirits iti one breaft, 

To anfwere twenty thoufand fuch as you. 

Sur. My Lord Fitz waters I do remember well 
The verie time Aumerleind you did talke. ■<. 

Fttz. Tisvery true, you were in prefene then, 

Andyou can witnelle with me this is true. 

Sw. As falfc by heauen, as heauen itfelfe is true, 

Fttz. Surrie,thoulieft. (fword 

» 6n °i raMcboy,thatly 0,3,1 l y fo beau icon my 
t mt it (hall render vengeance and reuenge 

I llitho L u thelie-giuer, and that he dolie, 
n earth as quiet as thy Fathers Icull, 
nproofe hereof there is my honours pawne, 

* n 8 a 8 e it to the t ryaH i f thou darft, P •■ v . 
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Fit*,, How fondly doft thou fpurre 4 forward horfc. 

If I dare eatc, or drinke,or breath) or liue, 

I dare meet Surry in a Wildernclfe) 

And fpit vpon him whilft I fay he lyes, 

And lyes, and lyes : there is my bond of Fitfth, 

To tie thee to my ftrong cor region : 

As I intend to thriuc in this new world, 

Aumerle is guiltie of my true appeal e. 

Befides ,iheare thebanifised Norffolkchy 
That thou Aumerle didft fend two of thy hion 
To execute ||re noble Duke of Calice. 

lAnm. Some honeft Chriftiatvtruft me with a gage, 
That Norfolk* lyes, hcere do I throw downe this, 

I f he may be repcald to try his honour t 
Bull, Thefe differences (lull all reft vnder gage , 

T ill Norfolke be repeald, repcald he (ball be. 

And Though mineenemie,rcftor’d againc 
To all his Lands and Signories ; when he is return'd, 
Againft eAumerle we will inforce his triall. 

far l. That honorable day lhall neucr be fcenc: 

Many a time hath bamdit Norfolke fought 
For Iefus Chrift, in glorious ChriftUn held, 

Streaming the Enfigneof the Chriftiancrotflv • 

Againft blackc Pagans, Tnrkes, and Saracens, 

And toyld withworkcsofWarre, retir'd bimfelfe 
To Italy, and there at Venice gaue 
His Body toapleaf ant countries earth. 

And his purefoule vnto his Captaine Chrill, 

Vnder whofe colours he had fought fo long; 

Bull. Why Bifhop, i^Nsrffolke dead ? 

Carl. As fure as Iliue,my Lord, 

Hall. Sweet pecce condud his fw?et foule to the bdloflio 
Of good old Abraham :Lordsappcllants,f it ■ '*"• '•'* 

Your differences (ball all reft vnder gage. 

Till we afsigne you to your dayes of triall. 

.,rj EnterTorkey i -v« 

Torke. Great Duke of LaaaCafter, I come tG thee, 



Hi chord the Second, 

p nni plume-pluckt Richo-d, who with willing foule 
Adopts thee Heire,and hishigh Scepter ycelds 
To the pofteflion of thy royallhand; 

Afcend his Throne, defeendmg now from him,. 

And lone liue H$»rte, fourth of thatnamc. 
tul In Gods name, lie afeend the Regall throne, 
Carl. Maty God forbid. 

Worft in this Royall prefence I mayfpeake : 

Y c t beft befeeming roe to fpeake the truth ; 

Would God any in this noble prefence. 

Wereenough noble robe vpright Iudgc 
Of noble "Richard .-Then true noblenclle would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a wrong. 
Whatfubied can giue fentcnce on his King l 
Andwho fits heere that is not Richards [ubieft. I 
Theeues arc not iudged, but they are bytoheare, 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 

And (hall the figure of Gods Maieftie, 

His Captaine, Stewardjdcputje, eled, 

Annointcd, crowned, planted many yeares. 

Be iudg’d by fubied and inferior breath, 

And hehimfelfe not prefent l Oh forfend it God, 
That in a Chriftian Climate foules refinde. 

Should (hew fo hainous blacke obfccne a deede. 
Ifpeaketofubieds, and afubiedfpeakes, 

Stird vp by God thus boldly for his King. 
MyLordof Hereford here whom you call King, 

Is a foule traitor to proud Herefords King, 

And if you Crowne him, let me prophelie. 

The blood of Englilh (hall manure theground, 

And future ages groane for his foule ad, 

- Peace ihall goe lleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this featcof peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound ; 
Diforder, horror, feare and tnutinie, 

Shall heere inhabit, and this land be cald 
The field of Golgotha and dead mens skuls. 
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Ob if you raifcthis houfeagainft his houfc, « 

Itwillthewofullertdiuilionprooue, iiir. , , 
That euer fell v pon this curled, earth : 

Preuent it, refill it, and let it not be fo, 

Leaft child, childs children cric againftyouwoe. 

North. Well haue you argued iir, and for your paines, 
Of Capitalltreafon, we arrell youJheres 
My Lord of Weftminfter, beityourchargc, r . 

To keepe him falely cilLhis day oftriall. 

May it pleafeyou Lprds, to grauut ,thc common fuite, 
Fetch hither Richard ^ that in common view 
He may furr'endcr^lowc (hall proceed without fufpjtion. 
Totke. 1 will be hisiconduft* i "■-nv.! u -nn . 

Bui. Lords, you that are liere, are vnderour arreft, 
Procure your Sureties for, your daies of anfwere $ 

Little are we beholdingtoyourlouc. 

And little looke for at your helpinghands.. 

Enter King Richard , - I; >. 

%ich. Alacke why am 1- fent for to a King, 

Before I haue iffooke off the regall thoughts 
Wherewith I raignd j I hardlieyet haue learnt 
To infmuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbes i 
Giue forrow leauc awhile to .tutor me to this fubmiflion* 
Yet I well remember the fauours of thefe men, 

Were they not mine l did they not fometimes cric al hails 
TomeJ fo ludeu did to Chrifi 5 buthcintwelue, 

Found truth in all but one $ I in tweluethoufand none : 
God faue the King,wiU no man lay Amen : 

Am I both Prieft and Clarke 5 well. then, Amen. 

Gpd faue the King, although l be not hee, 

And yet Amen, if heauen do thinke him mec : 

To do whatjeryice am I lent for hither : • 

York?. To do that oftice. of thine owne good will, 
Which tired Maieftje didmakethee offer $ 

The relignation of thy Stateand Growne 
To Harry EuUingbrtiokg, i , . 

&cb. Scazethe Crownc,.;. 



Richard the Second. 

rc Coofin, on this fide my hand, & on that fide youftt 
fJovis this golden Crownc like a deepe Well, - 

That owes two Buckets filling one amotfew, ' • - ' - 

The emptier euer dauncing in the ayre, > < 

The other downe vnfeene, and fullof Water : 

T hat Bucket downe, and full of tcares, am I, 
nrinkine my griefe, whilft you mount vp on high. 

^ Sul. f thought you had been willing to refigne ? • 

Ric'. My Crownc I am, but ftill my. griefes arc mine 
You may my Glories and my State depofe, 

But not my Gricfes, ftill am I King of chbfc. 

V Bui, Partofyour Cares you giue me with your Crown. 

Rich. Your cares fet vp, do not plucke my cares down: 
My care is Ioffe of care, by old care done, 

Yeur care is gaine of care by new care won : 

The cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 

They tend the Crowue, yet ftill with me they ftay. 

Bui. Are you contented to refigne the Crownc i 
Rich. I, no no Jj for,! muft nothing bee. 

Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee, 1 
Now marke me how I will vndoe my felfe .• 

I giue this hcauie waight from offany head, 
Andthisvn\veildie Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of kingly fway from out my heart: 

With mine owne teares 1 wafli away my balme. 

With mine owne hands I giue away my Crowne, 

With mine owne tongue denie my facred ftate, 

With mine owne breath releafeall duties rites, 

All pompe and Maicftie I doe forfweare. 

My Mannors, Rents, Reuenewcs I forgoe, 

My Aftes,Decrees,and Statutes I denie : 

God pardon all Oathcs that are broke tome, 

Godkeepe all Vowes vnbroke thatfwcareto thee: 

Make me that nothing hau e, with nothing gr icud. 

And thou with all pleafd, that haft all. atchicud : 

Long mayft thou liue in Richards feat to fit, 

And foonelis Richard in an earthly pit : 
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The Tragedieef 

Godtaue King Hpry vnkingd Richard Ciict, 

And fend himmany yeeres of Sun-fhincs daies. 

What more reroaines? .. ; i ‘ r ; . w,? . 

North. No more, hut that you read 
Thefe accufations? and thefe grieuous crimes. 
Committed by your perfon, and your followers, 
Againft the (late and profile of this Land ; 

That by confeffing them, the foules of men 
May deeme that you are worthily depofde. ,y/. 

Rich. Mud 1 doe fb? and mult I rauell out 
My Weaudvp Folly? gzndcNorthkmherland } 

If th y offences were v pon record. 

Would it not 1 hame thee in fo faire a troope, 

To read aledureof them, if thou wouldft. 

There Ihouldfl thou find one hainous Article, 
Containing the depofing ofaKing, 

And crackiugthe ftrong warrant of an Oath, 

Markt with a blot, damd in the bookc of heauen : 

Nay of you that ftand and lookevpon, 

Whilft that my wretchedriefle doth bate my felfe j 
Though (omeof you (with r PUate ) wafh your hands, 
Shewing an outward pittie, yet y ou Pilates, 

Haue hcere deliuered me to my fowre Crude, 

And water cannot wafh away your finne. 

North. My Lord dtfpatch, read ore thefe Articles, 

Rich. Mine eyes are full of tcarcs, I cannot fee ; 
And yet fait water blinds them not fo much, 

But they can fee a fort of T raitors here : 

Nay, if I turnemineeies vpon my felfe, 

1 find my felfe aTraitor with the red 5 
For 1 haue giuen here my foules confent 
Tovndeckethc pompous body of a King } 

Made glorie bace, and Soueraigntie a (lauej 
Proud Maiediea fubietd, Stateapeafant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haught infultingrtian? 
Nor no mans Lord $ I haue no name, no title, 



No 



Richard the Second. 






, that name was giuen me at the Font, 

Ks vfurpt} alackc the heauie day 
Si haucwonwfo nun? Winters out, 

I 1 know not now, what name to call my felfe, 
hlhat I were a mockerie King of Snow, 

< f .: dina before the funne of SulUngbrooke^ 

Tomeltmy felfe away m water drops. 

Good King, g rcat King; a °d yet not greatly goodj 
Aidifnw name be darlmg,yet in England 
f etit command a mirrour hither draite 
That it may (hew mewhataface 1 haue, 

Sinceitisbanckrput of his Maieftic. 

Bui. Go fome of you and fetch alookmg-glalle, 

Uorth. Read ore this paper while the Glade doth come. 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me ere I cornet© Hell. 

$*/." V rge it no more, my Lord Northumberland, 

North. The commons will not then be fatisfiod. 
j&h. They (hall be fatisfi ed, lie read enough, 

When I doefee the very Booke indeed. 

Where all my frnnes are writ, and that's my felfe, 

Giue me the glafle: no deeper wrinkles yet ? 

Hath forrow ftroke fo many blowes vpon this 

Face of mine,and made no deeper wounds i _ , 

Oh flattering Glade, like to my flollowcrs in profpentiel 
AVas thisthe face that cucry day vnder his 
Houlhold roofe did keepe ten thoufand men i 
Was this the face that faaft fo many follies, 

Andwasatlaft outfaaft b y Bullmglrrookel 
A brittle Glorie fhineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glorie is the face. 

For there it iscrackt in a hundred lhiuers * 

Matke filent King thcmorallofthis fpor. 

How foone my (brrow hath deftroyd my face. 

ltd. The lliadow ofyour (brrow hath deftroyd 
The (hadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againe : the (hadow of my forrow •? 

Ha lets fee :tis very true, mygriefe 
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The Tmgedte of 

Lies all within* and thefccxternaU manners 
Of laments are meerely (hadowes to the vnfeene, , 
Griefcthat (wells withlilcnce in the tortured foulc: 

And I thanke thee Kingtl\at not onely giueft 
Me caufeto waile,but teacheft me the way 

How to lament the caufe: lie begge one boone, 

And then be gone, and trouble y ou no more. 

Bull, N ame it faire Coofin . 

Rick. Faire Coofc,wliy ? I am greater then a King: 
For when I was a king, my flatterers were then butfubit$$ 
Being now afubicft, 1 haueaKingheere 
To my flatterer; beingf© great, 1 haue no need to beg. 
'Bui. Yet ask e. 

Rich. And (hall I haue it? 

Bui. You fiiall. 

Rich . Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Bui. Whither? 

RiclW hither you will, fo I were from your fights. 

Bui. Goefomeof you conuay him tothe tower. 
Rich. O good conuay, conuayers are you all. 

That rife thus nimbly by atrue Kings fall. 

But. On Wadnefday next we folemnely let downe, 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your felucs. 

Exeunt. ManetWefi. CarleillyAumerle. 

O Abbot. A woefull Pageant haue we heere beheld. 
Car . The woe’s to come; thechildrenyetvnbornc, 
Shall feele this day as (harpe to them as thorne. 

sAum, You holy Clergie men, is there no plot, 

To rid the Realmc of this pernitious blot ? 

Abbot. Beforel freely fpeakemy mind heerein, 

You fiiall not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intent, butalio to effeft 
Whatcucrl fhallhappento deuife: 

I lee your browes are full of difeontent. 

Your heart of forrow, andyoureies of tcares: 

Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a plot, 

Shall fitew vs all a merry day. 



Richard the Second, 

Enter £h$ ene > Wth her Attendants. , 

Quttne. This way theKingwillcome, this is the way 
’foltiltui C&fars ill creeled Tower. 

Towhofe flint bofome my condemned Lord 
\. doom de a Prifoner by proud Bullmgkrooke. 

mere let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 

mue any refting for her. true Kings Qneenc, 

Enter Richard. 

Butfoft, but fee. or father, do not fee, 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke » p, behold, 

That you in pittiemay dilfolue to desua, 

Andwaili him frelh againe with true loue tearcs. 

Ah thou the mode 11 w here old 7 roy did ftand ! 
Thoumappcof Honour, thou King Richards toombe- 
And not King Richard, thou moft beauteous Inne, . 
Why lhould hard fauourd griefe belodgcd in thee* 

When triumph is become an Alehoufe gueft ? . 

lick. Ioyne not with griefe, faire woman, do not fo, 

To make my end too fudden, learne good foulc, 

Tothinke our formecjlate a happy dreame, 

From which awafct, the truth of what we are, 

Shewes vs but this : I am fworne (brother fweete.) 

To grimme N ecefiitie, and he and I' 

Will keepe aleague till death,. Hiethec to france r ■ \ 

And doyfter thee m fome religious houfe ; 

Our holy liues muft winne a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane hourcs here, haue thrown downe, 
Queene. What is my Ricbarahathin ft rape and mind, 
Transformd and weakned ? hath Bullinohrooke 
Depofd thine intclled ? hath he been in thy .heart ? 

The Lyon dying thrufteth foorth his paw ; 

And wounds the earth, if nothing cite, with rage, 
Tobeo’repowerd; and wilt thou Pupil-like 
Take thy correction, mildly kilTe the rodde, 

Atidfawnc on Rage with bace humilitie. 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of hearts? 

Kin£. A King of beads indeed, if aught bu^beaft, 









mFEtr*: • ^ ltQfV ' £ ~ 



— . ? si t u •- , - J T^ 'y>^X 'Jbfc*!rr V 






YIJJ3 



T hit raged}* of 

I had been ftill a happy king of men. 

Good (fometime Queenc) prcpare.thec hence for j> ( 
Thinke 1 am dead, and that eucnhcerc thou rakeft 
As from my death-bed my lad liuingleaue. 

In winters tedious night* fit by the hre 
With good old folkes, and let them tell thee talcs 
Of woefull ages long ago* betide. 

And ere thou bid good to quite their griefe. 

Tell thou the lamentable talcof me, 

And fend the hearersweeping to their beds: 

For w hy, the fencelelfc brands will ftmpathy 
The heauy accent of thy moouing tongue. 

And in companion vreepe the fire out $ ' ’*'■ -01:1;;/, 

And fomc willmournc in allies, fome cole blacke, 
Forthedepofmgofarightfull King. 

Enter Northumberland. 

North. My Lord, the mind of 'Bullwgbroeke is changd 
You muft to Pomfrct, not vnto the T ovver. ° 

And Madam, there is order tanefor you. 

With allfwiftlpccd you muft away to France. 

King. Northumberland, , thou ladder wberewithall 
The mounting Bullingbrooke afeends my throne. 

The time lhall not be many bourcs of age 
More then it is, ere foule finnegathering head, 

Shall brcakeintocorruption, thou fhalt thinke. 
Though he deuide the Realme, and giuc thee halfe, 

It is too little, helping him to all: 

He (ball thinke, that thou which knowft the way 
T o plant v nrightfull Kings, will know againe, 

Beeing nere fo little vrgd another way, 

Toplucke him headlong ft om thevfurped throne* 

T he louc of wicked men conuerts to fcarc. 

That fcare,to hatej and hateturnes one or both 
To worthy danger and dclerued death. 

North,. My guilt be on my head, and there an end : 
Take leaue and part, for you mu ft part foorthwith. 

King. Doubly diuorc't, (badmen^ you violate 
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Richard the Second , 

a twofold mariage, betwixt my Crowneand me* 

And then betwixt me, and my married wife. 

Let me vnkifle the oath betwixt thee and me: 

And yet not fo, for with a kilfe t’was made, 
p ar t vs Northumberland, l towards the North, 

Where (hiuering cold andfickenelfe pines the clime : 
jVly Wife to France, from whence fet foorth in pompc. 

She came adorned hither, likeiweete May, 
SentbackelikeHollowmasjorfhortft of day. 

Quee. And muft we be deuided l muft we part ? 

' Ring. Ijhand from handf my loue)and heart from heart 
Queen. Banifh vsboth, andfend the King with me. 

Ring. That were fomeloue, but little policie. 

Queen, Then whither he goes, thither letmegoe. 

Ring. So two togither weeping, make one wocj 
Weepe for me in France, I for thee here. 

Better farre offthen neerebenearetheneerc: 

Goecount thy way with fighes, I mine with groanes; 
Queen. So longeft way lball haue the longeft moanes. 
Ring. Twifeforone ftep Ilcgronc,theway being Ihort, 
And peece the way out with a heauie heart. 

Come, come, in wooing forrow lets be briefe. 

Since wedding it, there is fuch length in griefe: 

One ki|fe lball ftoppe our mouthes, and doubly part, 

Thus giue I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 

Qneen. Giue me my owne againe, twere no good part* 
To take on me to keepe, and kill thy heart. 

So now I haue mine owne againe, be gone, 

That I may ftriue to kill it with a groane. 

King, We make Woe wanton with this fond delay* 
Oncemore adew, the reft let forrow fay. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Yorke andtheDutchejfe. 
r Dut, My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft* 
When weeping made you breake the ftory 
Of our two Coofins comminginto London. 

Torke, Where did I leaue l 
Date. At that fad flop my Lord* 

I Where 
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Where rude mifgouernd hands from windowes tops, 
Threw duftand rubbilh on King Richards head. 

Tor he. Then ( as I laid) the Duke great BttUingbroelu 
Mounted vpon a hote and fierie fteedc. 

Which his afpirmg rider feemd to know 
With how, but ftately pace kept on his courfe, 

While all tongues cridc,Godfaue the BuUinghrooks % 

You would hauechought the very Windowes ipake: 

So many greedy lookes of young and old, 

T hrough Gafemcnts darted their deiiring eyes 
V pon his vifage, and that all the Walles, 

With painted imagery hadfaydatonce, 

Iefu prefetuethe welcome Bullingbrookg, 

Whiift he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke 
Bcfpake them thus, I thanke you Countrymen : 

And thus ftill doing, thus he paft along. 

D«. Alacfce poore Richard , where rides he the whiift? 

Torkc. As in a Theater the eyes of men, 

After a well graced Ador leaucs the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, ^ 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious ; 

Euen fo, or with much more contempt mens eyes 
Did Icoule on gentle Richard , no man cried God iauchinis 
No ioyfull tongue gaue him hiswclcomehome, 

But duft was throwne vpon his facred head} 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he ihooke off, 

His face ftill combating with teares and fmiles. 

The badges of his griefe and patience; 

That had not God for fome ftrong purpoft fteeld 
The hearts of men,they muft perforce haue melted, 
And Barbarifmeit felfe haue pittied him: 

But heauenhath ahandinthele euents, 

T o whofe high will we bound our ealme contents, 

T o TSuIlirghrcoke are we fwornc fubied now, 

Whofe ftatc and honour 1 for aye allow, 
h Heere comes my lonne Aumcrlc,. (Sntert^' 
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'fvrkg. Aoroerlethatwas, .r . , ... 

g u t that is loft, for heingRtehardshknd : ■ nw • .vu 

And Madam, you muft call him Rutland now : 
jam in Paliament pledge for hii trueth *oH 

And lading lealtic to the new made King, 

Dxt. Welcome my fonne, who art the Violets now . 

That ftrew the greene lappe of the new-comcfpring. • ^ 
Anm. Madam I know not nor I greatly care not,' ‘ i 
God knowesl had as licfcbenoneas one. 

T»rke. Well, bcare you weft in this new fpringof time, 
Ltaft you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxferdtdo thefe iufts & triumphs hold? 
xA*m. For aught i know (my Lord) they do. 

Jorke, You will be there I know. 

Aum. IfGod preuent notlpurpofe fo. 

Torke. What fealc is that that hangs without thy bofome 
Yea,lookft thou pale /let me fee the writting. • 

Am. My Lord tis nothing. 

York?. No matter then who fee it, 

■ I will be fadftied, let mee fee the writting. 

Ahm. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me, ■' 

Itis amatter offmallconfequence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not hauefoefic. 

Jorke, Which for fome reafons (fir) ImeanetofoCt 
I reare, I feare. 

Dxt. What Ihould you feare? 

Tisnothing but fome band thathe wentredinto 

For gay apparrell againft t he triumph. 

** Boundto himfelfe,what dothhe with abond 
Jnathcisboundto? Wife, thou art a foole 5 
"°yjlct me fee the writting. 

Am. I do befeech y OU pardon mCj j may not fl, ewit< 

>fke. I wrll befanffied; let me fee it, I /ay; 

t. m /* c . hfeplwhet if out of kic hefome^andreadf it, 

fit WK etrC t fon * T dl ain e, tray tor, flauc. 
out. What is themattcr, my Lord / 

9 Ho, who is within there ? laddie my horfo : 

1 * God 







The T ragedteof 

God for his mercy I what Trcchery is hccre i 
Du. Why, what is it my Lord; 

Turk*. Giue me my bootes I fay , fadlc my horfe, 

Now by mine honour, my Life, my troth, 

I will appeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter ? 

Torks. .Peace folilh woman. ■ : ' 

Dute. 1 will i)Ot .peace,what is the matter Aumerlel 
Aunt. Good mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poore life muft anfwere. 

Duck Thy life anfwere? 

Turks- Bring me my bootes, I will vnto fheKing. 

His man inters with his bootes. 

Du. Strike him Aumerie, pooreboy thou art amazd, 
Hence villaine neucr more come iu my light. 

Torks- Giue me my bootes I fay. 

Du. Why Yorke, what wilt thou do t 
Wilt not thou hide the trefpaire of thine ownc 2 
Haue we more fonnes? orarewC like to haue 2 
Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time i 
And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine age, 
And robbe me of a happie mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee? is he not thine owne? 

Tork* . Thou fond mad woman, 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracie? 

A doozen of them heere, haue tane the facrament,. 

And interchangeably fet downe their hands. 

To kill the King at Oxford. 

Du. He (hall be none , week keepe him heere, 

Then what is that to him? 

Tor. Away fond woman, were he twenty times my fon, 
J would appeach him. 

Du. Hadft thou groand for hirnas I hatie done. 
Thou wouldft be more pitifulti 
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CtfeeteYorke, fweete husband be not of that mind. 

He is as like thee as a man may be, 

Mot like me or any of mykinne, 

Andyetllouehim. 

Yerks' Make way vnruly woman. Exit* 

pu. After Aumcrle : mount thee vpon his horfe, 

Spur, port, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee, 

He not be long behind, though I be old, 

Idoubtnot but to ride as fall as Yorke, 

And neuer will I rife vp from the ground, . 

Till Bullingbrooke haue pardoned thee, away, be gone* 
Enter the King with his Nobles* 

1 King H. Can noman tell me of my ynthriftie fonne? 

Tis full three months fince I did le him laft $ 

If any plague hang ouer rs,.tis hee ; 

I would to god my Lords, he mightbe found : 

Inquire at London, mongft the Tauernes there;. 
Fortherethey fay,hedayly doth frequent, 

With vnreftrained loofe companions, 

Euenfuch (they fay ) as (land in narrow lanes, 

And beate our watch 3 and robbe our palfengers, 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

Takes on the point of honor to fupport lo diffolute a crew 
H.Per.My Lord, fome two daies fince I faw the Prince 
And told him of the! e tri umphs held at Oxford. 

King. And what faid the Gallant? 

Percie. His anlwere was, he would to the ftewes, 

And from the commoneft creature plucke agloue, 

Anfl weare it as afauour,and with that 
He would vnhorfe theluftieft Challenger,. 

King H. As d iffolute as defperate, yet through both' 

1 fee fome fparkles of better hope, which elder ycares. 

May hapily bring forth. But who comes heere ? 

Enter <±Aumerle amoved* 

tAum. Where is the King? (fo wildly?' 

&»£H.What meanes our coofin that he ftar^ & looks 
1 3 , Atm, 
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Atm, Godfaue your Grace} I do befeceh your Maieity 
T o haue fomc conference with your Grace alone. 

King. Withdraw your felues,and leauc vs here alone; 
What is the matterwithour Coofin now? 

Aum. For eucr may my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue cieaue to my roofe within my mouth, 

V nkfte a pardon ere I rife or fpeake. 

King. Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

If on the firft, how hainous ere it be, 

To winne thy after loue, 1 pardon thee. 

Anm. Then giue me leaue that I may turnc the Key, 
That no manenter till my tale be done. 

King. Haue thy defire. 

The ‘Duke of Ytrkg knock* at the door e and crjtth. 
Yorke. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfc, 

Thou haft a Traitor in thy prefence there. 

King. V illaine, ile make thee fafe. 

An, Stay thy reuengefuU hand, thou haft no caufe to feare 
Yorkg. Open the doore, fecure foole, hardy King: 
Shall 1 for loue fpeake treafon to thy face ? 

Open thedoore,or I will breake it open. 

King. What isthe matter vncklc, fpeake, recouer breath,' 
T ell vs , how necrc is danger. 

That we may antic vs to encounter it ? 

Yorke. Perufe this writing here, and thou (halt know, 
The treafon that my haft forbids me fhow. 

Ah. Remember as thou read’ft, thy promifepaft, 

I doe repent me,xeade not my namethere, 

My heart is not confederate with my hand, 

York?. It was ( villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe i 
I tore it from the traitors bofbme (King) 

Feare, and nos loue, begets his penitence: 

Forgetto pitty him, left thy pitty prooue 
A ferpent, that will (ling thee to thee heart. 

King, O heynous, ftrong,and boldconfpiraciel 
O loyall father of a treacherous fonne I 
Thoufheercknaiaculatcand ftluer Fountainc, 

From 
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from whence this ftreame through rauddie paffages 
Hath hald his current, and defilde himfelfc J 
Thy ouerflow of good conuerts to bad, 

And thy aboundant goodneftc IhalTcxcufe 
This deadly blot in thy digrefsing fonne. 

Terkg. So /hall my Vertue, be his Vices baude, 

And he /hall fpend mine honor, with hisfhame* 

As thriftles Sonnes, their ferapmg Fathers Gold 
Mine honour lines when hisdiflionour dies,. 

Or my ihamde life in his di/honor lies.: 

Thoukilft mein his life giuinghim breath ,- 
The traitor liues, the true man's put to death. 

Dutch. What ho, my Liege for Gods fake let me in. 

King. What/hrillvoyc’dluppliant makes this eger ay l 

Date. Awoman,andthy Aunt (great King) tisl, 
Speakewith me, pittie me, open the doore, 

ABeggcr begs, that neuer begd before; 

King, Our feene is altered from a ferious thing, 
AndnowchangdetorheBeggarand,the King: 
Mydangerous Coofin, let your Mother in, 

Iknow/he is come, to pray for your foulefinne. 

Torke. If thou do pardon wnofoeuer pray. 

More fmnes for this forgiuenes, profper may ; 

This feftred ioynt cut off, the reft reft found , 

Thislet alone, will all the reft confound. 

But. Oh King, beleeue not this hard-harted man i 
Loue louing not it fclfe, none other can.. 

Torke, Thou franticke woman,what doft thoa make.herei 
Shall thy old dugs once more a tray tor reare ? 

But. Sweete Yorke be patient; heare me gentle Liege. 

KingH . Rifevp good Aunt. 

But. Not yet I thee befeech, 

Foreuerwilll walke vpon my knees, 

And neuer fee day thatthe happy fees, 

Till thou giue ioy •, vntillthou bid me ioy, 

2/ pardoningRutland,my tranfgrefling boy.. 
du. Vnto my mothers praiers I bend my knee; 

Tcrkfl 
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Yorke * Againft them both my true ioynts bended be, 

111 may ft thou thriue if thou graunt any grace. 

Bute . Pleades he in earnett ? looke vpon his face: 

His eyes do drop no teares, his prayers arc in ieft, 

His words do come from his mouth, ours from our bread: 
Heprayesbut faintly, and would bedenide. 

We pray with heart and foulc, and all beftdet 
His weary ioy nts would gladly rife I know. 

Our knees ftillkneele till to the ground they grow: 

His prayers are full of falfe hypocryfie. 

Ours of true zeale and deepe integritie : 

Our prayers doe out- pray his, then let them haue 
That mercy which true prayer ought to haue. 

King. Good Aunt ftandvp. 

Bute, Nay, doc not fay, ftandvp} 

Say pardon firft,and afterwards ftand vp. 

And if I were thy nurfe thy tongue to teach. 

Pardon fliouldbethcfirft word of thyfpeach: ? 

I neuerlongd tohcarcaword tillnow, 

Say pardon King, let pittie teach the how: 

The word is fliort, but not fo fhort as fwcetcj 
No word like Pardon for Kings mouthe s lo meete. 
Yorke. S peake it in French, King fay, Tardonnemy, 
Butc.Dod thou teach pardon? pardon to deltroy: 

Ah my fowre Husband, my hard hearted Lord! 

That fets the word it felfe againft the word} 
SpeakepardoH astis currant in our Land, 

The choppingFreneh we do not vnder ftand : 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there, 

Or in thy piteous heart, plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers doe pierce, 

Pittie may mooue thee pardon to rehearfe. 

Kino H. Good Aunt ftand vp. 

Butch. I doe not fueto ftand; 

Pardon is all the futc I haue in hand. 

Kino, I pardon him as God ihall pardon me. 

Bute* O happy vantage of a kneeling knee. ^ 
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yet am I fteke for f earc, fpeake it againe $ 

Tw ice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine, 
gut makes one Pardon ftrong, 

Kino. I pardon him with all my heart. 
eputch. A God on earth thou art. 

King* Butforourtrufticbrorherin law and the Abbot, 
With all the reft of thatconlorted crew, 

Deftru&ion ftrait (ball dog them atthe heeles. 

Good V nckle, helpe to order feuerall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thelc traitours are. 

They fhallnot liue within this world I (weare. 

But 1 will haue them, if I once know where. 

Vnckle farewell, and coofin adue. 

Your mother well hath prayed, and prooue you true. 

( Dutc. Come my old fonne, I pray God make thee new. 

Exeunt. Manet Sir Pierce Exton*&c* 

Exton.Didll thou not tnarke the K. what words he fpake 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing fcarc ? 
Wasitnotfb? 

Mm. Thcfewere his very words. 

Exton. Haue I no friend quoth he? he fpake it twice. 
And vrgde it twicetogether, did he not ? 

Man. He did. 

Exton. Andfpeakingit,he\viftly lookt on me, 
i Aswho Ihould lay, I would thou wert the man, 

That would diuorcethis terrour from my heart, 
Mcaningthe Kingat Pomfret. Come, lets go, 

I 1 am the Kings friend, and will rid his foe. Exeunt. 

Enter Richard alone. 

I haue been ftudying howto compare 
This Pri fon where I liue, v nto the world ; 

And for bccaufc the world is populous. 

And heer e is not a creature but my fclfc, 
lean not do it ; yet lie hammer it out : 
yly hrainc lie prooue the fetnaleto my foulc; 

Myfoulethc father, and the/etwo beget 
A generation of ftTI-hreeding thoughts 1 

K And 
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And thcfelaime thoughts people this littleworld, 
in humours like the people of this world : 

For no thought is contented : the better fort. 

As thought's of things diuine arc intermixt 

With feru pics, and do fet the word is l'clfe 

Again It thv word, as thus: Come little ones,& then againe 

It is as hard to come as for a Cammell 

To thread the fmall potlerne of a fmall needles eye : 

Thoughts tending to ambition they doe plot 

Vnlikelic wonders : how thefe vaineweake nayies 

May teare a paifagethorow the Flinty ribs 

Of this hard world, my ragged prilon waltes : 

And for they cannot die in their owne pride, 

Thoughts tendingto content, flatter themfelues, 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaues. 

Nor ihall not bethe laft, like leely beggars •, 

Who fittingin the Stockes,rcftmge their ihame. 

That many haue,and others muft fit there. 

And in this thought they find a kind of cafe, 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backe 
Of fuch as haue before indurde the like. 

Thus play I in one Prilon many people. 

And none contented $ Ibmetimes am I a King, 

T hen Treafons make mcwifti my fclfe a Begger, 

Aud fo 1 am : then crufhingPenurie 
Perlwades me 1 was betterwhen a King $ 

Then am I aKing againe, andby and by , 

Thinke that lam vnkingd by Rullintbreoke, 

And ftraightam nothing. But what ere 1 be, 

Nor I, norany man, that but man is. 

With nothing, (ball be pleafde,till he beeafde 
With being nothing Muficke do I heare 5 ^Mujicksfk«- 
Ha,ha, keepe time •, how fowre Iweete Muficke is 
When Time is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the muficke of mens Hues : 

And heere haue I the daintinelle of care 

To check e Time broke in difordered ftringt _ 
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But for the concord o fmy Bate and time, 

Had not an eare to beare my true time broke: • 

Iwalleti Time, and now doth time wafte me : 

For now hath time made his numbring docke 5 
My thoughts are minutes, and with fighesthey iarre, 

There watches, Cfp.vntoniine eyesthe out ward watch* 
Whereto my finger like a Dials point. 

Is pointing (Till, in cfeanfi ng them from tearcs. 

Now fir, the found that tels what howre it is, 

Aredamorous groanes* which ftrikevpon my heart, 
Which is the Bdlvjfp fighes, and Teares,and Groancsj 
Shew Minutes, Times, and HoUres: but my Time 
Runnes polling on in BnUtngbrooks proud ioy, 

While I ftamd fooling heere his iacke of the clocke; 

This Muficke maddes me, let it found no more. 

For though it hath holpmaddemenro their wits, 

Inrae itfeemes it will make wife menmadde. 

Yetblefling on his heartthat giues it me, 

For t’is a ligne of louc : and louc to Richardj 
Isa ft range, brooch in this ahhacrug world. - " ' r 

Enter a Groomeof the Stable, 

Qmme. Haile ro vail Prince. 

Rub. Thanks noble.Peerej 
Thccheapeftofvs is ten groats to'odeare. 

What art thou? and how commeft thou hither. 

Where no man euercomes but that fad Dogger • 

That brings me foode to make misfortiineliue? 1 
(jroorne, I was apoore Groomeof thy ftabJe,Kirrg, 
Whenthouwcrt King: who traudling towards Yorke, 
With much adoe far length) haue gotten leaue v 

To looke yspon ray fometimes royal! imifters face : : 

Oh how it ernd my heart, when 1 beheld 
In London ftreets that Coronation dav, 
y. h « Snllingbroe\e rode on Roane Barbarie, 

hat Horfe, that thou fo often haft beftriue, 

ThatHotfe, that 1 focarefully hauedteft. 

Kode hebnBarbhtie; tell me gentleffiend, 

Ki ' ■ How 
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How w ent he vnder him ? 

Croomc , So proudlie, as if he difdaind the ground. 

Rich. So proud that Bullwgbrooke was on his backe: 
That lade hath eatc bread from my Roy all hand j 
This hand hath made him proud with dappinghim j 
Wouldhenot (tumble? would he not fall downe? 

Since pride mud haue a fall, and breake the necke 
Of that proud man,thatdidvfurpehis backe? 
ForgiuenelleHorfe, why do I rayle on thee i 
Since thou created to be awde by man, 

Waft borne to beare, I was not made a Horfe, 

And yet 1 beare a burthen like an Afte, 

Spurde, galde, and ty rde by iauncing 'BuUingbtoohg. 
Keeper. Fellow giue place, heere is no longer (lay. 

Rich. If thou loue me, tis time thou wert away. 

Groo. What my ton gue dares not, that my heart fliallfay, 
Exit Groome. Enter one to Richard with meat. 

Keeper. My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fall to ? 

Rich. Taft of it firft, as thou wert wont to do. 

Keeper. My Lord I darenot, firPierce of Extm. 

W ho lately came from the King, commands the contrary 
Rich, The Dcuill take Henry of Lancafter and thee; 
Patience is ftale, and I am wearie of it. 

Keeper. Helpe, helpe, helpe. 

T he murderers rufh in. 

Rich. How now, what meanes Death in this rudeallaultl 
Villaine thine owne hand yeilds thy deaths inftrument, 
Goc tli o.u and fill another roome in Hell; 

HeereExton firikes him downe. 

Rich. That hand (hallburne in neuer-quenching fire, 
That ftaggersthus my perfon .• Exton,t\\y fierce hand 
Hath with the Kings blood ftaind the kings owneland: 
Mount, mount my foule, thy feate is vp on hie, 

Whilft my grolfe Hefli finkes downeward heere to die. 
Exton. As full of valour, as of Royall blood : 

B' >th haue I fpild 5 Oh would the deed were good 1 

For nowthe Deuill that told me I did well, 

. - $ay« 



Richard the Second, 

twes that this deed is chronicled in Hell : o 

This dead King to the liuingKing ile beare, 

lake hence the reft,& giuethemburiall heere. Exit, 

Enter Bullingbrooke with the Duke ofYorke, 
m. Kind VnckleYorke, the lateftnewes weheare* 

Is that the Rebels haue confumed with fire 
Our towne Ciceter in Glocefterlhire .* 

But whether they be tane or Ikine, we hearenot: 

Welcome my Lord, what is the newes i 
Enter Northumberland, 

North, Firft, to thy facrcd ttate wifh I all happineffei 
The next newes is, I haue to London fent 
The heads of Oxford, Salisburie, and Kent : 

The manner of their taking may appears 
At large difeourfed in this paper heere. 

King. We thanke thee gentle Pcrcie for thy painer* 
And to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines. 

Enter Lord Fitzwaters, 

Fitz, My Lord,! haue from Oxford fent to London? 
The heads of Broccas, and fir Benet Seely ; 

Two of the dangerous conforted Tray tors, 

Thatfought at Oxford thy dire ouerthrow. 

King. Thy paines Fitz : (hall not be forgot,, 

Right noble is thy. merit well I wot. 

Enter HenriePercie. 

Per. The graund confpirator Abbot of Weftminftery 
With dogge of confcience and fowre melaneholie, 
Hathyeelded vp his body to the Grauej 
But here is CWr/w/liumg, to abide ' 

Thy Kingly doomc, and fentence of hispride*. 

King, farted-, this is you r doome, 

Choofe out fomc fccrer place , fome reuerend rcome 
More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life, 

Soasthouliu’ft in peace, die free from ftrife: 

For though mine enemie thou haft euer been, 

«*gh fparkes of Honour in thee haue Iiecne., 
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sli.ll rribsbimmbti Is-..' . !rji.'i ov . ? 

Enter Extort vritti the Coffin, !:• >■ i r. , ; v 

■ 

Exton. Great King, within th s Coffin I prefent 
Thy buriedffcafc sheerer bteathlctle lies L iC 
The nii^httiftp|ttty greMtefterieniics, ‘-.M :: ;. I i .:}{ ■ • 
Rtchardof BtirdeaifXy by me hither brought. >i •.;£ " 
Kwg. Exton , I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought 
A deedc of flaugjhter vvitb th/fatall hand, r r;. -j-. 

yponmyhead.andaUthisfamoasland., .) Jv. . . ^ ; 

' Exton. From yourowne.mouth (my Lo^dtd Ithisdced 
Kmg. They loue-rfotpoyfon, that do poyfon need, 
Nordoelthfee, though Idid withhim dead* 

I hate the murthereji lone himrourthered:- zU : : : 
Theguiltofconfcieri^akcxhottfetthy labauTjj in: i 
But neither my good\vprd»ft©rPrinccbe fadourT - : 

With gaiuftqo wander-t hrOU gh die fhadedf night, ' . 

And neuer fhfw thyhead by day nor light. 10 , v !a d 
Lords,! proteft myTopk it full qf woe, 

jnaertQiaaaJke megrow/ r . .1 
Comeinournewith^iepfdtwhafiilidoedaiijienr, .oti : i” 
And puton fullenhlacke incontinent : 

He make avoyagetotfieHoly land, u i !< yd: »sTj 

Towafb this blyj^ off from my guiltie hand. - }j 

March fadly after, grace my mournings heere> t. s!dc;.).r:.'’' 

In weeping after this vntimdy. Deere. . u'A. 
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